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Young Wild West and the Death Brand
OR, ARIETTA'S GREAT RISK
BY AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPT ER I.-The Death Hand.
"Boys," and old Sam Lewis, the recogni zed
leader of Acorn Flat, spoke in ,a solemn tone of
voice, "someth ing has sartinly got to be did. This
here makes the third good man to be found dead
..,ith that brand on his forehea d. What makes
me feel all the worse about it is that Peter Summers was my pard. He was a good man, boys.
There wasn't one little me'an way about him. Here
he is, dead as a door-na il, an' ther Death Brand
on his forehea d. Yes! Someth in' has got to be
did! This outlaw gang whttt's got a hiding- place
somewh ere along ther trail has got to fie cleaned.
out. They're goin' altogeth er too far."
The dozen or more miners standin g near th'e
speaker nodded their approva l at his words.
They were all rough-l ooking men who showed
the marks of exposur e and privatio n. But they
all looked to be honest and courage ous. The spot
where we find them was at 'the side o;f the rough
mounta in trail that runs up through the northwestern part of Colorad o, at a point less than half
a mile from the confines of Acorn Flat, a 'little
mining camp of perhaps seventy -five populat ion.
The- body of a man lay cold and still on the
Wroun d-that of a miner, undoub tedly, for his
garb was very much like that wo1·n by those
standin g over the body. The face was upturned-;
the eyes closed, and the only percept ible marks of
violence were the five letters, D-E-A- T-H, which
had been stamped upon his brow by a red-hot
brandin g iron. There was no questio n in the
minds of the dozen or more men as to how the
brand had been put there. They knew well that
it could have been done by no other way. The
third victim of the gang of outlaws that was operating in the camp and along the trail! That
was the sum and substan ce of it.
It was not yet seven o'clock on a mornin g of a
day in early fall a -few years ago when conditions in that portion of the region known as the
ild West were far differen t than at the present
time. Two of the miners were passing that way
in order to reach the joint claim they had staked
out up the side of a rocky hill but a short distance from the camp when they came upon the
body of a man, which they instant ly recogni zed
as Peter Summe rs, ·who had been one of the first
to locate at Acorn Flat.

One of them had immedi ately gone back to the
shanty saloon, where quite a few of the mine-s
were still gathere d, to spread the news, and the
result was that Sam Lewis, the leader of Acorn
Flat, had hurried to the scene, followed by several more.
·
As Lewis said, this was the third man who had
been found dead with the death brand on his forehead. While he knew that a gang of outlaws were
operati ng in and around the mining camp he had
no means of discove ring who they were or where
they were located. The whole thing was a mystery, yet hold-up s were being made now and then
along the trail, while occasio nally some miner
would be robbed of his gold dust or money.
"Boys," Sam Lewis said, shaking his head sadly, "I reckon we ?nay as well take what's left of
poor Pete to ou.r little cemeter y, an' after holdin'
some sort of service over him, plant him in the
usual way. I sorter think I know why he got
killed an' branded . It was only the day afore
yisterd ay he was tellin' me that he was putty sartin that he would know somethi n' about the outlaw gang afore very long. Most likely he was
caught spyin' on 'em, an' this here is the result."
He pointed to the stiffeni ng form that still lay
upon the ground.
"Which means, I s'pose, Sam," one of the others
spoke up, "that the other two poor fellers what
got fixed in the same way must have knowed a ·
little too much to suit the gang."
"Exactl y. That's the way it's goin', no doubt.
Now then, there can't be a whole lot in this here
gang what's cleanin ' up things around here. But
blamed if it don't seem that they're mighty slick
about it. We don't know but that some of 'em
is livin' right here all the time."
"There 's them here what wouldn 't be too good
to do sich things," another of the party declared .
"Oh, yes. We know that. All sorts of men' is
bound to be found in _minin' camps of this here
sort. But the thing to do is to prove that any of
'em has got anythin g to do with this here mysterious gang."
"Sam, you oughter know what to do. You'1·e
about the bravest man we've got here, an' that's
why we made you our leader. You have got tl>
think good an' hard now, an' tell us what's the
best thing to be did."
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Four of the miners picked up the body, and then
the procession .started for the mining camp. Before they got there more men showed up, and then
there was considerable excitement.
It seemed that every one had a sort of fear of
the mysterious gang of outlaws that could not be
located. Those who had been going to work
changed their minds, and the 11esult was that
after a rude sort of burial service. was held the
remains of Peter Summers were duly buried on
the side of the hill where a cemetery had been laid
out.
This done, Sam Lewis, the leader, gave it out
that he wanted all the honest men in camp to congregate before the store. Then !1-e retired t? the
saloon with those who. had remamed with him to
"liquor up," which was the custom at such places.
Before half an hour had expired after the word
had been passed about the camp, every man living in it was on hand. This meant that they were
all honest and eager to assist the leader in avenging the death of Peter Sun:imer~, as well as the
two miners who had been killed m. the same way
before that day.
But a close observer after looking at the faces
of the seventy-five men gathered there would
surely have convinced himself that at least onethird of them did not have the marks of honesty
upon their countenances. However, very oft~n
a rough-looking man who might be_ dubbed a villain from his general appearance, possessed an
honest heart. From the way one of the miners
had spoken it was evident that there were suspicions among the really honest that crooks and
thieves were to be found at the camp. However,
when the leader climbed upon a barrel and beg:1n
delivering a sort of oration, all listened to him
as if in full sympathy.
Lewis went on to state that it was time the
mysterious gang should be. wiped out, a1_1d ~c
urged them to do all in their power to brmg 1t
about.
"The best thing you kin do, boys, is not go to
work any more today, but to start right in an'
scour the country all around the camp. This here
gang can't be hidin' right here in the Flat. We
all know that. Maybe some of 'em might he here
now but that don't say their hidin'-place is here.
It's 'gittin' so that one man can't tell jest what
kind of a feller another is these here days, an' I
don't want to hurt the feelin's of nobody when I
say right to you all that I honestly believe that
there's men right within the hear.in' of my voice
what knows all about this piece of business. They
kin tell jest how Pete Summers come to his death,
an' why the brand of death was put on his forehead. But of course," he went on, with a wav:e
of his hand, "them what does know all about 1t
ain't goin' to say so. That's to be took for
granted. But I'm hopin' that they'll not mistake
me when I say that I'm goin' to git 'em if it takes
a year. Of course, I won't be able to do it alone,
but I'll see to it that I've got help enough1 an'
this here gang what's operatin' along the trail an'
around here an' usin' a death brand on a poor
feller every now an' then is goin' to be wiped
clean out."
As he turned to step d-0wn from the barrel after
giving utterance to these words, a rousing cheer
went up, and it is safe to say that every man
pre.sent joined in, from the keeper of the saloon to

the lazy topper who was employed to do the outside work.
Sam Lewis seemed to feel better after having
made his little speech, though he knew quite well
that it amounted to nothing. He had made similar speeches twice before, and for the same reason, but nothing had been done to wipe out the
scourge that seemed to be menacing Acorn Flat.
It was just about nine o'clock in the morning
when the leader of the camp concluded his remarks, and while the miners were still cheering, a
·party of riders was seen approaching. The moment th,_ey were discovered the word was passed,
and then all hands turned to look at them. It was
not strange that a party of riders should come to
Acorn Flat, but it was seldom that a female appeared there, and when one did show up she was
a real curiosity. No wonder, then, that the
miners became excited and interested, for in the
party that was less than a quarter of :;i. mile away
were two young girls and a young woman. They
were attired in rather gay colors, too, and this
made them attract all the more attention. With
them were two boys, a tall, athletic man and two
Chinamen, who were riding along in the rear of
. the little procession, leading a pair of well-loaded
pack-horses.
"Wonder who these folks kin be, Sam?" Bill
Bowers, the owner of the saloon, asked, as h~
shaded his eyes with his hand and looked sharply
at the approaching strangers.
"That's more than I kin say, Bill," was the reply. "Gals comin' here seems mighty funny. It
might be that they've lost their way. May have
been goin' up to the -Junction, an' took the left
fork in the trail, or somethin' like that. It sartinly can't be that they mean to locate here,
'oause there ain't much here for women folks.
This is altogether too rough a place for that.''
"That's all right, too, Sam," 'and the saloonkeeper shook his head. "The time has got to come
when women folks comes here, an' then it won't be
very long afore we'll .!\ave a schoolhouse, an' maybe a church. I'm in the whisky business, but I
ain't got no objections to schools an' churches. I
-think they belong in every decent sort of a town.
This ain't no town yet, but it will be, 'cause
there's lots of dust bein' took from the ground
every day, an' things is what you· kin call might1"
prosperous."
. Bowers looked about as if he wanted others to
hear what he said. He really thought he was
quite a wise man, and very often made suggestions to the leader of the camp, which were generally put down as good ones. But no one seemed
to have heard his- remarks with the exception of
the man they were addressed to. Meanwhile the
riders quickly neared the spot. Right here we
may as well state that they were Young Wild
West and the friends who traveled with him in
search of excitement and adventure. Riding
ahead was the Champion Deadshot of the West
himself, with his sweetheart, Arietta Murdock,
close at his side. Close behind them was Cheyenne Charlie, the scout, and his wife Anna; andthen came Jim Dart, a boy about -the ~ame age as
our hero, and Eloise Gardner, his sweetheart.
Somewhat in the rear were the two Chinamen referred to. They were Hop Wah and Wing Wah,
and were employed in the capacity of servants
by Young Wild West and his friends. Every person in the party appeared to be perfectly at eaSP·
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and as they rode up before the store where the
crowd was still assembled, Sam Lewis took it
upon himself to step out and give them a word or
two of welcome.
"Strangers," he said, "I'm glad to see you. I
don't know you, of course, an' I don't know what
brought you here to Acorn Flat. But you are
sartinly welcome."
"Thank you, boss," came from the dashing
young deadshot, as he slipped from the back of
is sorrel stallion Spitfire and apnroached the
leader, at.. the same time putting out his hand.
Lewis gripped the hand in a way that told of his
sincerity.
"My name is Sam Lewis, an' they've elected me
as· a sort of leader of this here camp," he exclaimed.
"Is that so? You certainly look to be a man
who is able to take care of things. My name is
Young Wild West."
Lewis gave a violent start. Then he turned his
head slowly and looked at the miners gathered
about.
"Boys," he said solemnly, as if it was with difficulty that he was speaking, "what do you think
of this? You heard what I said a little while
ago as I was closing my speech, didn't you? I
told you I was goin' to wipe out the mysterious
gang of outlaws if it took me a year, but that I
wasn't goin' to do it alone; I'd have help. Now
hen, I reckon here's the help right on hand.
Most of ycu has heard tell of Young Wild West,
the Champion Deadshot, an' what he kin do.
Here he is with his two pards an' the gals. I've
heard of 'em all, even to the two heathens. One
of them heathens, I don't know which one it is, is
one of the smartest that ever drank tea. I'll jest
tell you--"
J\ut that was as far as Sam Lewis could get.
It seemed that there were quite a few in the assemblage• who had heard of Young Wild West
and · his friends, and they broke into a cheer of
welcome, while they crowded around the riders
who had come to a halt. It is not necessary to
state that Young Wild West took tn everything
that was to be seen. When he entered a mining
camp that he had never visited before he always
made it his business to study the faces of the men
he saw there. The fact was that he had for quite
• long time been able to judge the character of ·a
man by his face and his way of sepaking. Knowing full well that all sorts of characters were
bound to infest the mining camps through the
West, and at the same time being aware of the
fact that he had enemies who might turn up anywhere, it was but natural that he should do this.
It was the same with his two partners, Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart, and, of "course, the
_girls were a little that way, too. When he noticed that scarcely more than half of the men
present did any cheering, it was easy for the
young dead.shot to guess that he had enemies
there, or if 110 enemies, exactly, men who did not
take much stock in him. But that made little or
no difference. The fact was that Young Wild
West and his partners were always looking for
.emies, or men who were of the villainous type
and a detriment to those who were striving to do
their best to pave the way to civilization throughout the Wild West. After two dozen or more had
shaken hands with the young deadshot and his
1>artners, Wild nodded to Lewis and said:
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"Well, boss, we struck the trail back there right
after breaking camp this morning, and when we
found we were so near to a camp we were somewhat surprised. Thought we would have to come
d~wn and_pay you a visit, anyhow. Probably we
will remam no longer than tomorrow morning."
"Ma ybe you won't feel like stayin as Jong as
that," came from a man well back in the crowd.
"What are you talkin' like that for Baldy
Jack?" Sam Lewis called out sharply. '
"I'm talkin' the way I feel. I don't see no
sen?e in m_a kin' sich a big time over a common,
ordma r y kid. He may be Young Wild West as
he says he is, an' he may be somewhat of a d~adshot, an' all that. But I reckon there's others
w~a~ kin shoot _putty sti·aight, too, an' they ain't
gom to allow him to come around here :puttin' on
airs."
Instead of showing signs of anger at these
w?rds, Youi:ig Wild West laughed lightly, and
without paymg any attention to Baldy J_ack as
·he was called, he nodded to the leader of the c~mp
and said:
"That's all right, Mr. Lewis. i believe that
everyone is entitled to express his opinion. If
that man doesn't like me it cannot be helped. I
certainly don't expect to be liked by everyone I
meet. Meet quite a few, too, you know," and the
boy turned his gaze toward Baldy Jack. "Been
up against all kinds of men, and I am living yet."
There was no response to· this, for evidently
Baldy Jack thought he had gone far enough. But
the young deadshot watched him as he turned toward the door of the saloon that was but a short
distance away and when he counted as many as
a dozen following him he knew for a certainty
that he might expect trouble from them.

CHAPTER II.-Hop Wah Creates Some
Excitement.
As usual, whenever he arrived at a mining
camp or town after a journey on horseback, Hop
Wah, who was very often called Young Wild
West's Clever Chinee, got it in his head that he
needed something in the way of liquid refreshment. One of the failings Hop had was that he
had an overfondness for whisky, which he called
tanglefoot. While it may or may not have injured him, it was seldom indeed that the heathen
got what might be called intoxicated.
The
chances are that if he had 'kept away from places
where liquor could be found for a long time he
hardly would have thought of using it. But
whenever he knew what it could be obtained by
simply putting up the price he never let the opportunity slip by. When Yollng Wild West and
the rest of the party turned to ride away from
the spot where they ha"d halted to make themselves acquainted with the miners, the Chinaman
quietly slipped from the back of. the piebald
broncho he was riding, and letting the animal go
on behind the rest, he stole away to the left and,
making a circle, quickly reached the rear door of
the loosely constructed building that was occupied
by the saloon-keeeper. ·
There was not a building at Acorn Flat· that
was anything more than a common shanty. The
saloon certainly had been built hurriedly, yet it
was strong enough to withstand a sb'iDn~ wind.
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and probably did not leak a whole lot when it
rained. There were but three rooms to it. One
was used for the bar, one for a sleeping apartment for the proprietor and his help, and the
third as a kitchen. It happened that Hop aame
to the door of the kitchen, which was devoid of
a human being at the time: The remains of'the
lireakfast was upon a rough board table, however,
and a stove that stood in one corner was still
warm. The Chiruunan noticed these things the
moment he entered, and he paused to take a look
around before going any further. But it soon
struck him that there was nothing there for him
just then, so he went on through the kitchen, and
.ipening a door, found himself in the barroom. At
that moment the main part of the-erowd was
pouring in, no doubt because Young Wild West
had gone on, and there was nothing to interest
them outside any further. Bill Bowers, the proprietor, came in somewhat hurriedly, for he savr
Baldy Jack, the man who had dared to insult
Young Wild West, waiting at the bar impatiently.
"Ain't lookin' for business, I reckon," the latter
said, somewhat angTily. "Too much interested in
that upstart of a kid what they call Young Wild
West, I s':pose. Makes no difference if a customer
has got a thousand dollars to spend, you have got
to take your time about it.' '
"Where is that lazy man of mine?" Bowers answered, looking about the room sharply.
"I don't know where he is, an' I don't care. I
know I've got money to spend, an' when I'm fixed
that way I expect to be waited on."
"There ain't no use in gittin' mad, Baldy Jack,"
and Bowers shrug-ged his shoulders. · "It ain't
very often that we have sich people to show up in
Acorn Flat. I sorter reckon you made a little
mistake in talkin' the way you did out there.
Most everybody will allow that Young Wild West
is somewhat above the ordinary run of people.
Then ag'in, he jest happened to drop here while
takin' a ride through the mountains, an' it sorter
strikes me that he oughter be treated well.''
"That's the way you think about it. But come
on," and the bad man tapped the bar with a silver
dollar he was holding in his hand.
.
"Velly nicee morning, so me."
This came from Hop, who had paused 1·ight at
the door that led from the kitchen. As the. eyes
of the proprietor and his impatient customer
turned that way they were somewhat surprised,
for neither of them had noticed the Chinaman
when he dismounted and slipped around to the
rear of the building.
"Velly nicee morning, so be," repeated Hop, as
he made a I)rofound bow and smiled blandly.
Baldy Jack, who was the real bad man of the
camp, scowled. Bµt the proprietor grinned.
"That's one of Young Wild West's heathens,"
tlie latter remarked. "Hello, John!"
"Me no namee John. Me namee Hop Wah. Me
comee flom China; me velly smartee Chinee, so
be," and with that the heathen stepped briskly to
the bar, stopping right beside Baldy Jack.
"Git out of here!" the bad man exclaimed, as
Ile threw out his elbow, intending to knock the.
Chinaman off his feet.
But Hop was too quick for him. Evidently he
anticipated such a move, and he stepped back,
with the result that Baldy Jack suddenly fell to
the floor himself.

"Whattee mattee?" he asked innocently. "You
allee samee gittee dlunk."
Then he gave a violent sneeze, and as he quickly drew a handkerchief _and wiped his nose, a
string of sausages appeared in his hand. This
was too much for Baldy Jack even. Angry as
he was, it looked. to him as if the Chinaman had
produced the sausages by sneezing. He quickly
got back out of the way, while Hop held up the
string and looked around at the rest who had entered the place as if he was very much puzzled.
"Velly stlange," he observed, shaking his head.
"Me allee samee eatee lillee live pig yesterday,
and now me sneezee and um sausage come .flom
my nose. Velly muchee stlange. Me no undelstandee."
"Hear what he says, Bill?" one of the miners
spoke up.
"I didn't quite ketch it all," was the reply.
"Why, he says he et a. little pig alive yisterday,
an' now he's sneezin' sausages. What do you
think of that?"
"Velly stlange," came from Hop.
"What's strange, heathen?" cried Baldy Jack,
and then he made a grab and succeeded in getting
hold of one of the supposed sausages.
Supposed sausages is the proper thing to call
them, for they were nothing more than small rubber bags filled with air, and it happened that the
bad man grabbed one of them so tightly that it
burst with a small report. This was quite enoug}i
to m~ke him jump back still further, while the
miners looked on in asgtonishment. Some of them
broke into a laugh, however,. and then Hop ~ah
quickly went through the performance of swallowing the whole string. Being an expert sleight- ·
of-hand performer, it was easy for him to make
the delusion, and though it looked as if he permitted the sausages to disappear down his thi;oat,
they really went under his loose-fitting blouse and
found lodgment in one of the pockets it contained.
The clever Chinee had done quite enough to at
least gain the respect of every man in the crowd,
no matter how much he was disliked. The men
who had followed Baldy Jack into the saloon had
not uttered a word so far, nor had they ma:de a
move to interfere with Hop at all . . When they
saw that he was doing things that were not at
all natural, as far as their conception went, they
had no intention of laying hands on him, that wa
sure.
"Me likee havee lillee dlink of tanglefoot," Hop
said briskly, just as if nothing had happened at
all.
He stepped to the bar, and forgetting all about
the order Baldy Jack had given him, Bill Bowers,
the proprietor, hastened to set a bottle and glass
out for his heathen customer. This had the effect
of waking up the bad man, so to speak.
"Hey, there, Bill!" he called out suddenly, as
he ran back to the bar. "I reckon I'm the one
to be waited on. I ,was standin' here with my
pards afore that heathen come in.''
"Can't help that, Jack," was the reply, with a
shake of the head. "You didn't say what you
wanted. an' now the heathen is f:Oin' to be served
first. I reckon his money is Jest as good asyours.''
.
"Me gottee plenty money, so be," and, as was
his. usual custom, the Chinaman showed a big
roll of bills, and then went further by displaying
hand~ul of gold and silver coins.
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One of the latter he placed upon the bar, and
then, rather slowly, he poured a drink from the
bottle and quietly let it slip down his throat.
Bowers picked up the coin, and finding it was a
five-dollar gold-piece, promptly placed it in the
drawer and gave the Chinaman his change.
"Now then, Baldy Jack," he said smilingly, "I
reckon I'm ready to wait on you. What is it you
want?"
·
"You (lin't got but one thing to sell, an' you
know it," was the angry retort.
"Oh, yes, I have. I've got whisky an' I've got
brandy, an' I've got a lot of ginger-pop that I've
had ever since I opened up the place. Can't seem
to sell the pop. But if anyone calls for it, you
kin bet they'll git it. Twenty-five cents a bottle,
which is only five cents more than the wholesale
price. I'm here for business, I am. Want a little
ginger-pop, Jack?"
"Huh!" and. the bad man scowled more fiercely
'than ever. "Tryin' to poke fun at me eh? Maybe you don't know that I'm a bad feher when I
git started."
"I know all about you, Jack. You're mighty
bad. I'll allow. But, it ain't likely you're goin' to
try an' bust me up, 'cause if you done that you
wouldn't have no place to git your whisky. Now
then, jest keep your shirt on. There ain't no
use in gittin' mad. Here's one of Young Wild
' est's Chinamen here, an' he seems to be somewhat smart, I reckon. He ' said he was a very
smart Chinee, an' I don't think he was tellin' n0
li~ when he said it.
"Me velly smartee Chinee, so be," Hop spoke
up, in his shrill, piping voice. "Me gottee uncle
in China whattee velly muchee smartee, and me
allee samee likee my uncle."
"Boys," Baldy Jack said, nodding to those who
might be called his pards, "I reckon there ain't
no use in kickin' up a row here. Come on. We'll
have a little whisky."
"Now I've got your order," Bowers called out,
as if .he was somewhat relieved, and then he
hastened to wait upon them.
Meanwhile, Hop Wah was getting slightly acquainted with those standin~ about by smiling at
them and receiving smiles m return. Presently
he walked over to the wall, where a roughly
rawn placard was nailed to the boards that
formed the inside of the barroom. If Hop could
not talk the best of English, he could read it
fairly well. This was no doubt due to the fact
that he had spent a couple of years in 'Frisco,
and had profited from the opportunity that wasoffered him in the schools f,;ir the Chinese. He
studied the placard out carefulcy-, and then said:
"Fivee bundled dollee leward for anybody whattee findee um bad Melican men whattee makee
holdee uppee on um tlail and l>.illee um Melican
men. Lat allee light. Maybe me gittee lat leward."
It happened that Sam Lewis came in just then.
He had accompanied Young Wild West and his
friends a short distance for the purpose of pointing out. to them a convenient place for them to
·tch their camp, and having done this much he
lost no time in getting back to the saloon.
J'What's . that you're sayin', · my heathen
friend?" he asked, as he stepped ove1· to Hof.
smilingly. "Been readin' that notice, eh? Wel,
I'm the man what drawed that up. There's a
few more scattered about the camp, an' here an'

ti
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there you kin find one along the trail. I nailecJ
'em to the trees myself. Think you might be able
to win the reward, eh 2"
;
"Lat light, Misler Melican Man," Hop answered, looking at him sharply, and then breaking into a smile. "You allee 'samee- um . boss,
maybe."
"I don't know as you kin call it that, heathen.
I've been elected as the leader here in Acorn
Flat."
"Whattee lat man?" and Hop pointed to Baldy
Jack.
"Well, he's one of the opposition I've got, I
s'pose. But Baldy Jack is all right, ain't you,
Jack?"
"I'd like to hear anybody say that I ain't all
right," came the reply.
Hop now took a cigar from his pocket in a careless sort of way, and striking a match, lighted it.
When he got it going good he strolled over t<>
where the bad man was standing with his companions, and smilingly said:
"Maybe you shootee velly muchee stlaight, s<>
be."
"Want me to try on you, heathen?" and the
rascal :r;nade a move as if he intended to pull his
gun.
·
"No," Rop answered, affecting fear. "Me n<>
wantee be shotee, so be. Maybe me shootee you."
Then he took the cigar from his mouth and
held it toward the man. The moment he did this
there was a sharp hiss; and the next minute the
cigar exploded with quite a report, sending a
shower of sparks directly upon Baldy Jack and
partly filling the room with smoke.
"Hip hi, hoolay! Whattee mattee? Um bad
Melican man allee samee shootee me," canie from
the Chinaman, and then he made a bolt for the
door and quickly got out of the shanty.
The explosion had been entirely unexpected t<>
all those present, and for a minute or two there
was considerable confusion in the place. Sam
Lewis was one of the first to get outside, and
when he saw the Chinaman standing a few yards
away holding the remains of the cigar he had
been smoking in his fingers and looking at it as if
he was greatly surprised, he called out:
"What in thunder happened, heathen?"
"Um bad Melican man allee samee shotee um
cigar, so be," Hop answered.
"He did? Well, I didn't see nothin' like that. I
didn't even see him make a move to pull his gun.
Shot the cigar, eh?"
"Lat light, Misler Melican Man."
"Well, I'll be blamed! It's a wonder the bullet
didn't hit you or someone else."
Others came to where the two were standing,
and for the next five minutes all sorts of theories
were expressed. But no one had seen Baldy Jack
pull a gun, much less fire a shot. Finally the bad
man appeared.
"What's that you're talkin' about, Sam Lewis?"
he called out. "Somebody says I shot the ciga?
the heathen was holdin' in his hand. Now the~,
who was it as says so?"
"Me hear bigee bang, so be, and len um fire fly
allee over." He explained, as if he was still very
inuch frightened.
•
"Yes, an' most of the fire flew right in my fcce.
Come blamed near burnin' my whiskers off. But
say, heathen, I didn't shoot that cigar, an' yoii
know it."
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"Velly stlange," and Hop shook his head.
of killing their enemies in a peculiar manner
"From what I know abo~t it, the blamed cigar way
too, and then branding them with the worJ
exploded. Acted very much as if it was full of 'death'
on the forehead. W,e'll have to investipowder."
,
this. business, for you heard Lewis say as
"Lat light. Me buy um cigar in um store thlee gate
much as 1f he expected us to assist him in rundays ago. Maybe um Melican man wantee play ning
down the gang."
tlick on um poor Chinee.~
sartinly heard him say it, an' I was wonderNearly every man accepted this as a solution to in'"Iwhat
the puzzle, for certainly it h a d been a puzzle to ote had was comin' next. But that measly coyto poke his nose in an' make me forgit all
them all. Hop threw down the remains of the about
it," Cheyenne Charlie said disgustedly .
cigar in disgust.
"Me no got tee thlee more cigars likee lat, but "Let's hurry a little. I'm mighty anxious to find
me no smokee, so be," he declared. "Now len, out what's going on around here."
While Wing, the cook, was unloading the packevelybody havee lillee dlink. Me velly smartee
horses, the young deadshot and his partners atChinee, and me gottee plenty money."
So saying, he led them all back into the saloon. tended to all the horses. The girls lent a hand to
the cook, though no move was made to erect the
two tents that were occupied by them as a sleeping quarters. It being early in the forenoon,
I
there was no necessity for this. When they had
CHAPTER 111,-Hop's Clever Trick.
attended to all that was necessary for the present, Young Wild West,
Cheyenne Charlie
It was seldom difficult to find a suitable place and Jim Dart, immediatelwith
y set out for the saloon
to p\+t up their tents, so Young Wild West, after that was kept by Bill Bowers.
It was the only
being informed by Sam Lewis, the leader of the one in ~he place, but was quite 'enough,
camp, that they·could choose any place they liked population numbered but seventy-five . since the
for the purpose, was not long in calling a halt. made no objections to the three le_a ving The girls
The place selected was close to a running stream, they were not at all afraid that anyone them, for
would inwhich ran down 'from the irregula r slope. above terfere with them.
and wound on in zigzag fashion across the Flat.
When Young Wild West entered the barroom of. It was one of the very fertile spots in the Rockies,
so the grass grew luxuriantly and there would be the saloon, Hop Wah was standing before a table
a score or more miners gathered about
no lack of fodder for the horses. The young with
deadshot had questioned Lewis about the remark watching him eagerly. Baldy Jack was one of
he made when they arrived at the mining camp, them, and near him were his friends; who, •as
which was to the effect that it was expected of might be supposed, were men -of the worst type
him to assist in wiping out a certain gang of out- to be found in that section of the country, and
laws. The leader of, the camp assured him that exactly like himself in that respect.
"Hello, Misler Wild!" the clever Chinee called
if he would come over to the salooh he would let
him know all about it and make him acquainted out, as he threw down his big yellow silk handkerchief and nodded pleasantly. . "Evelytlin g allee
with the best men there.
"All right," Wild said. "You go on back there. light?"
"I reckon so, Hop. What are you trying to do
We'll be over in a very few minutes, as soon as
.
we look after the horses. One of our Chinamen now?"
"Me makee lillee magic tlick, Misler Wild. Me
is there now, I presume. and the chances are he
velly smartee Chinee ?"
may get into trouble.
"Shet up, heathen," Cheyenne Charlie called
"I'll look out for that," Lewis declared, and
out, as he pushed his way past Wild and got up
then he hastened back.
Our hero ~id not fear that Hop would ..,be close to the table. "Don't be tellin' everybody
harmed by any of the miners even if some of how smart you are. Let 'em find it out themthem were what are termed "bad men." The selves."
clev~r Chinee had a way of looking out for him"Lat allee light, Misler 1Charlie. Me no askee
self, and he had ·more ways than one of doing it. you to say somethling . You keepee still, so be."
Cheyenne Charlie was disgusted because Hop had
This caused a ripp.Je of laughter, and the scout
left them so suddenly. But it was something became somewhat angry. But a slight touch
that happened very often, so the rest paid little upon the arm from the hand of Young Wild West
or no attention to it.
caused him to remain silent, and as Jim came up
"Now then, boys," the young deadshot said, the three looked on just as if they had never seen
when they had dismounted and removed the sad- the Chinam~n perform his sleight-of-h and tricks
dles from tlie horses, "I reckon we'll go over there before. But the .fact was there was hardly a
in a few minutes. I-want to tie Spitfire so he can thing that he could do that would be at all new
have a &"ood long rope, so we had better scatter to them, for Hop was wont to amuse them while
the horses out a bit."
in camp during the evenings. But Wild soon took
~
"There is certatnly plenty of room for the pur- his eyes from the Chinaman, who was rattli!w. off
pose, Wild," Dart answered, as he looked around a lot of lingo that was only about half intelligible ,
and nodded in a satisfied way.
and took in the faces of the men in the crowd.
"Oh, yes. We couldn't find a better place to When he found that Baldy Jack had with him
camp, that's sure. I suppose we may remain here several of the men who had shown their dislike
for a .rouple of days. The leader of the camp for him upon his arrival at the camp, he simply
told me just enough to make me think that there smiled. In a minute or so he managed to catch
is going to be something lively here for us. There the eye of Baldy Jack, and then he said:
H'
is a mysterious gang operating along the trail,
"Well, my friend, are you in a better humor
and right in the mining camp, too. They have a now?"
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"What are you askin' me that for?" came the
quick reply.
.
"Oh I just merely asked you the question,
that's 'all. You didn't seem to be feeling very
good a little while ago."
.
.
"Misler Wild," Hop spoke up, actmg as i~ he
feared there was going to be bloodshed right
away, "you no shootee um bad Melican man. Me
no likee."
"You don't want me to shoot him, eh Hop?"
''No Misler Wild. Maybe he be vehy goodee
Melica'n man pletty soonee;
·
"Huh!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie. "That
measly coyote couldn't be go~d i,! he was to try.
You kin tell by the looks of him.
"See here pard," Jack exclaimed boldly, while
a dangerous' glitter shone in his eyes, "maybe you
think you could make me better than I am!"
"I sartinly do think that way. But there's only
one way to make a good man out of you, an'
that's to shoot you dead. Every man is good
when he's dead, you know."
At this the miners became somewhat uneasy.
Some of them stepped back from the table as if,
they feared there was going to be some shooting
done. But Wild was perfectly equal to the occasion.
"Hold on, Charlie," he said, raising his hand
and smiling in his cool and easy _way. "I rec~on
there is no necessity for stai:tmg a shooting
"'"match right here. Just because Baldy Jack, as
they call him don't think a lot of us don't mean
that we should start any trouble here. For my
part, I neve_r believe in ~tartii:i,g ·trouble. But I'm
always willmg to meet it a little more than half
way. Now then, let Hop go on with his trick. I
reckon Baldy Jack is anxious to see what he can
o."
.
"I knowed it!" Baldy Jack exclaimed, in a low
tone of voice just then, but quite loud enough for
our three friends to hear. "They're takin' water.
It's only a lot of bluff. Young Wild West may be
a crack shot an' all that, an' his pards rma:y be,
too. But they ain't anxious to face a man with ·a
sure-fire gun."
•
"Not at all anxious, Baldy Jack," Wild called
out laughingly.
- Then the fellow quickly subsided, for it was
evident that he had not expected his words would
heard. Some of the men smiled, while others
looked real serious.
"Evelythling allee light, so be," Hop called out
suddenly. "Now Jen, evelybody watchee. Me gottee 1is handkelchief, so be. Me liftee uppee likee
lis. You see lat nothing in um handkelchief."
He showed the handkerchief right and left, and
certainly there was noth'ing to be seen in it, nor
was there a chance to conceal anything there, for
the matter, since he took it by the corner and
flung it about carelessly.
"We see the handkerchief," one of Baldy Jack's
pards spoke up, somewhat gruffly. "But what's
that got to do with the trick you said you was
goin' to show us?"
"Lat allee light. Me forgettee, so be. Maybe
vou gottee watchee."
"A watch?" came from the man.
"Yes; whattee you tellee timee with, so be."
"I ain't got no watch. Never had much use for
one. If I had one I wouldn't let you have it,
though.'
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"Maybe you gottee nicee watchee ?" Hop asked,
nodding to Baldy Jack.
"I've got one, but you can't have it, heathen.''
"You no likee me, and me likee you velly
muchee. Lat too bad," and the Chinaman shook
his head as if he was much disappointed.
"Do you want a watch, heatben?" Sam Lewis
asked, as he pushed his way close to the tab}e,
"Yes," was the reply. "Me likee havee watchee
velly muchee.''
"All right. Here's as good a timepiece as was
ever seen in the Rocl<ie·s. I hope you won't hurt
it none.''
·
"Me no hurtee velly muchee.''
.
"Waell, don't hurt it at •all," Lewis said, in a
hesitating way.
"Allee light, me no hu ee, Jen. If me bleak um
watchee me pay you two hundled dollee, so be.''
"Go ahead an' break it, then," and the leader ~
of the camp broke into a 11\ugh.
Hop took the watch from him and after holding
it up so everyone might see it, he placed it to his
ear and then gave a nod!
"Watchee go tickee-tickee, so be," he declared.
"Velly goodee watchee.''
Then he spriad the handkerchief upon the
table, and placing the watch in about the centre
of it, gathered up the four corners and then
turned it over and proceeded to roll it into a small
bundle. Having done this, he smoothed out the
handkerchief carefully, and then raising hjs
hands above his head, he shot a swift glance At
the lookers-on, and exclaimed:
"Now len, me makee um watchee go away, so
be; and me putte somethling else in um handkelchief. Evelybody watchee.''
'rhe clever Chinee had a way of performing
tricks that were very amusing at times, and this
was bound to be one of them. His sleight-ofhand enabled him to perform feats that seemed
miraculous though, of course, there were hun·dreds of others throughout the country who could
no doulit duplicate them.

,
CHAPTER IV.-On Hie Trail of the Outlaws
What Baldy Jack had been looking for arrived
at last. Certainly ever since he set eyes on
Young Wild West he had been trying to pick a
row with him. It might have been that he feared
to come out openly and take a shot at him before,
but by degrees he had worked him himself to the
pitch that caused him to pull his gun on Charlie.
The crashing blow he received on the jaw from
the fist of the young deadshot not only sent him
to the floor, but temporarily stunned him, and
kicking and helpless, he lay there, while the men
in the baroom of the saloon drew back and looked
on in silence. There was not a man there who
had ever seen a cleaner knockdown blow before,
and it was something like admiration that they
showed as they looked at the young deadshot, who
step:i;ied over his prostrate foe and stood as if
waiti
for him to rise and fight it out. The bad
man c e to all right, but when he looked up
and saw the boy he hurriedly covered his eyes
with his arm, and then called out:
"Don't hit me ag'in, Young Wild West. I
reckon I've got enough.'' ·
. "Huh!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie derisively.
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"Got enough, eh? I was jest waitin' to git a
chance at you myself. It was me you was goin'
to put a hole th:r;pugh."
"Never mind," spoke up one of the villain's
friends, raising his hand and motioning the scout
back. "He was a little too fast, that's all. Let it
go at that, boss."
"Yes, Charlie, we'll let it go at that," the young
deadshot said, in his cool and easy way. "Baldy
Jack may be a pretty bad man, but he certainly
isn't a great fighter."
Then the boy stooped down, and taking the villain by the collar ;with his right hand, he applied
his left to his arm and with a quick jerk lifted
him to his feet.
"There you are, Jack1" he called out smilingly.
"You're up again. See to it that you don't go
down again. There's your gun. Hop will pick it
up, for you."
The clever Chinee quichly took the hint and
picked up the revolve:r which lay on the floor
right at his feet. Baldy Jack took it as if he
was surprised at the action. But he lost no time
in placing it in the holster that .hung from his
belt.
"I sorter thought I was a goner for sure," he
said, in · a subdued voice, as he turned to one of
his friends. "Surprisin' that I'm alive yet, ain't
it?"
"Never mind, Jack," was the reply in a whisper.
"Don't say no ·more about it. Let's git out of
heJe."
·
-The bad man was more than willing to do this,
but when he walked toward the door he did so
with his eyes fixed upon the young deadshot, for
he no doubt feared that he would be stopped. But
nothing of the sort 1happened, and out he went, a
half a dozen or niore of his followers going with:
him.
·
"Sam," Wild said, turning to Lewis, whose face
was now fairly beaming with satisfaction, "you
certainly have a few rascals here in Acorn Flat.
But they are not so dangerous, after all, I see."
"Baldy Jack never was so very dangerous,
though he's got a way of droppin' a man afore he
knows it."
'
"I noticed something like that. If I had not
been quick enough the chances are he would have
fixed Cheyenne Chadie.''
"I oughter got him for that, too,"_ the scout
spoke up, his eyes fl.ashing with anger. "When
a galoot tries to do me in that kind of fashion
he sartinly ain't fit to live. I reckon I'd better
go an' git him right now, Wild."
"Hold on, Charlie," and the boy laid a restraining hand upon his arm. "Just you let it drop.
Baldy Jack will go the length of his rope, and
when he fetches up the rope will be around his
neck, maybe."
.
"Or maybe he'll die from a bullet afore he gits
a rope around his neck," the scout added.
"That may be, too. But let him go for the
present."
The miners had been strangely silent during
the time the young deadshot was in action and
since then. But now it seemed that they must
break loose. One of them suddenly waved his
hat and shop,ted:
"Three cheers for Young Wild West an' his
pards!"
The very mon;ient the words left the lips of the
man the whole crowd broke into a rousing cheer,

and the rafters of the shanty ·fairly trembled.
Our friends were so used to this sort of thing
that they hardly paid any attention to the cheering. Wild walked leisurely away, and it happened that he stopped right befo1·e the placard
Hop had been reading some time previously.
''Hello!" he exclaimed, turning to Sam Lewis.
"Has this anything to do with what you were
telling me about, Sam?"
·
.
"I reckon it has," was the reply. "I'm the
feller as put up that notice. I've got the five
hundred dollars all 1·ight, to pay to the one as is
smart enough to git this gang of outlaws what's
usin' the death brand on every one what tries to
find out something about 'em."
"They use a death brand on those wno try to
find out something about them, eh?"
"Yes; that's what they've been doin'."
The_ etowd gathered around and listened just
as if they did not know all about it, as Lewis
related what had happened that morning, and
told of the mysterious deaths of•two men previous
to that time.
Young Wild West and his partners were
greatly interested, as might be supposed. Always
eager to assist in putting down a lawless gang,
they simply wanted a chance to take a hand in
this particular game.
"You say you buried the body of the fellow
who was found dead this morning, eh, Sam?"
Wild asked, when the story had been told by the
leader of the camp.
"Yes."
"Did you find the cause of his death?"
_
"No. We couldn't find a mark on his whole
body, except where the death brand had been
burned on/ his forehead."
"That is rather odd, I should say."
"That's what we all think."
"How about the other two men? Were there
any marks of violence on them?"
.' 'No, it was jest the same. Seemed as if the
brand was the cause o't killin' 'em."
The young deadshot was somewhat puzzled at
this. But he decided that they might be mista}{en. However, he made up his mind to find
out all about it, and as there was no time like
the present, he was going to get at it right away.
Calling Lewis into the rear room, he motioned
his two partners to follow, and then .all four sat
down after the door had been closed.
..,.
"Now then, Sam," he said, smiling at the camp
leader, "I am going to ask you a few questions.
In the first place, have you any idea where this
gang is located?"
'
"They can't be livin' here in the Flat," was
the reply. "I reckon they've got some kind of a
hiding place out among the rocks along the trail.
The trail is where they do most of their business,
though now an' then somebody is cleaned out
right here in a mighty mysterious way."
"Right here in the saloon?"
"I don't mean that exactly. I mean that the
boys what has . got dust an' money saved up
misses it from their shanties, an' sometimes it's
took right out of their pockets without 'em knowing anything about it till afterward."
"A sort of pickpocket game is being worked, 'too, then?"
"I s'pose you kin call it that. Must be a putty
smart gang, or they couldn't do all this without
being caught."
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"I should say so. So you have reason to believe
that their hiding p1ace is somewhere out along
the trail, then?"
.
"Well, I can't say just that I believe that, only
that it must be. Half a mile from this very spot
you kin find more caves an' holes among the rocks
than you could count on your fingers and toes,
Most of 'em would make a good hidin' place I
reckon. There's some mighty big caves, too. I've
- been in 'em now an' then, but I ain't been lucky
enough to find any place what _looks as if it's bein' lived in. Most likely they live in one of them
caves, though. They couldn't live here in the Flat
without bein' found out."
"Oh, yes, they could, Sam. The whole crowd of
them could live right here among the rest of you
and not be found out, if they were close-mouthed.
But I have an idea that they would likely have
some sort of a headquarters, at. that. Has it ever
occurred to you that Baldy Jack might be connected with this mysterious gang?"
"Yes, I've sorter · thought of that, an' I've
thought tl,iat them fellers what sticks to him so
much might be, too, But when you come to think
of it, most of 'em ain't got a whole lot of sense,
an that sorter makes it appear that they could'nt
belong to a secret gang like that."
"Don't you believe anytliing like that. The
-.most ignorant fellow in the world can be taught
to keep his mouth closed. That is all that is necessary for them to do. If they don't breathe a word
about their connection with the secret gang of
outlaws, no one' will know it, unless they are
caught committing some sort of a crime. But
even then," and the young deadshot shook his
head impressively, "it wouldn't necessarily follow ,
that they were members of this particular band
you are talking about. A man might commit a
robbery right here in the camp, and yet not belong
to this band."
"I don't think any of them what we have mentioned could git very far after stealin' anything.
They're too blamed dumb for that. They would be
bound to let it be knowed." .
"All right. I think it's worth while to keep a
watch on Baldy Jack, though. I'm going to make
it my business to follow him up to-day, and I
ckon I'll start in right now."
"No better time, Wild," Jim Dart spoke up. "If
the fellow has a secret place to go to the chances
are he won't be long in getting there after what
happened to bim a little while ago. He will feel
as if he wants to get sympathy, and it will come
a lot better to him if he finds it in some secluded
spot. Suppose I go out and look around a bit?"
"Go ahead, Jim. Go out by the back way, and
the crowd in the barroom need not know what you
are up to."
Jim gave a nod and quietly slipped out by the
liack door of the shanty.
He had no idea which way the bad man and his
friends had gone.
But he walked back about fifty yards, where
there were some rocks and bushes, and then paus• g, he took a look around the vicinity.
The flat lay out straight before him for a
f)jstance of half a mile.
Then there was a sharp rise which eventually
Jed to the top of a series of high cliffs.
At the right was the trail our friends had been
following when they came upon the mining camp,
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while to the left was a sloping mountain which
was almost bare of vegetation.
Jim stood among the bushes looking around,
when his eyes caught sight of two men who were
walking rather fast right toward the trail that
seemed to end at the mining camp.
One of them was Baldly Jack.
He recognized him the moment his eyes turned
that way.
The other was the man who had sympathized
with him and advised him to leave the barrom a
short time before.
Jim did not stir from where he was standing.
He knew pretty well that the two villains could
not see him, even if they happened to look that·
way, so he watched them as they walked along the
trail, and it was not until they had ascended a
sharp rise of perhaps a hundred feet that they
disappeared from his view.
But he knew they had turned to the left, and
marking the spot well in his mind, he hurriedly
returned to the shanty.
Wild, Charlie and Sam Lewis were still there,
and when they saw the boy come in so hurriedly
they looked at him questioningly.
"Baldy Jack has left the mining camp," Jim
said, quietly.
"Is that so?" Wild asked, as if he was not at
all surprised.
"Yes, and he had the fellow with him who made
the suggestion that he had better leave the barroom after you lifted him to his feet."
"I see, where did they go, Jim?"
"They went up the trail half.-way to the top of
the big hill over there. Then they turned to tne
left, and I lost sight of them."
"There'~ lots of caves out that way," Lewis
spoke up, excitedly. "I wonder if they kin belong
to this secret band of scoundrels?"
"We'll · find out before the day is over, probably," Wild answered, in his cool and easy way.
Then he turned to Dart and added: • .
"Jim, since you know exactly where they went,
suppose you go over that way and hunt around a
little bit. We'll walk over that way in a few
minutes and join you."
"Right you are, Wild," and once more Jim went
out by the rear door.
The boy paused, and after looking around found
that he could manage to get the outskirts of the
mining camp without being seen by the few
miners who were at work upon their claims in the
distance.
·
Working his · way along among the rocks and
bushes, he finally came to the trail just where
it turned up the rather steep slope.
The boy had the exact spot where he had seen
the two men disappear fixed in his mind, and it
did not take him long to reach it.
Once he got where he thought it was he began
looking sharply at the ground.
Then he quickly discovered fresh footprints
where they had turned from the rock trail, which
was pretty well beaten, since there was considerable travel over it:The footprints led around a sharp. angle in the
cliff, and Jim followed them -without making the
least sound until he came to some ve1·y hard
ground, where they no longer showed.
But there was a ledge right there, and he knew
that the two men must have continued over it.
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for there was really no other direction for them
.
to go.
J 1m went along softly until he got to the other
side of the ledge.
Then he found himself at the mouth of a narrow defile which contained so many rocks that
it would have been utterly impossible for a horse
.
.
to have proceeded through it.
But human beings could go through it all right,
to
rock
one
from
step
to
had
simply
for they
. .
another.
Jim paused here, and dropping upon his hands
and k11ees, began looking closely at the gro_und.
. In less than ten seconds he saw a footprmt.
Then as his eyes roved a little further he saw
where a mouthful of tobacco juice had been ex.
pectorated upon a slanting rock.
"They went right through here," the boy muttered, under his breath. "Well, I reckon I'd better
'
wait until Wild comes."
He had barely come to this de~isi~n when. the
noise made by some one approachmg m the direction he had come from reached his ears.
Jim looked lctround quickly, an_d finding a convenient crevice right at hand, he slipped into it
and crouched low to the ground.
The next moment a man walked right past him,
stepping from rock to rock in the careless way of
one who was used to going that way.
The boy raised his head, and when he saw that
the man was one of those who had shown himself
to be in sympathy with Baldy Jack, he decided
that he really was on the track of the mysterious
· gang of outlaws.

v .....:....Wild

and Gharlie Fin<t the Outlaws' Retreat.
Young Wild West kn~w that _Jim Dart .could be
depended upon to do h1~ part m the matte:, but
he did nQl;. wish to remam there very long, rnr he
felt that the· quicker he got oh the trail of the
mysterious outlaw gang the better it woulr! be.
"Sam " he said to the leader of the camp, "I
reckon the best thing you can do is to go into the
"barroom, and if any one says anything about us
you can tell them that we went out by the back
way so we might go over and fix up our camp."
"hl do jest as you tell J?e. Yo1;1ng Wild West,"
the miner answered, showing plamly that he had
the utmost confidence in the boy.
"All right, then. We'll go on out. You can
wail: a minute or two for it· might be that some
one will be looking for us."
Lewis nodded.
Then Wild and Charlie took their departure,
going out by the same way as Jim had done a
short time before.
"Now, Charlie," the young deadshot said, in a
low tone of voice, as he glanced about the surroundings, "the thing for us to do is to walk leisurely over to the trail. If we can do it without
'i>eing observed it will be all the better. I have an
idea that some of the members of this outlaw
gang, if not all of them, have a habit cf hanging
about this camp. Since the business they are carrying on is done in such a secret way, it means
that there are .some shrewd ones running the
thing. I am satisfied that Baldy Jack couldn't be
the leader of such an organiza~ion. B1:1t there is
ao doubt but that he is one of tne _g ang.
CHAPTER

''You kin bet your liie ~e is, Wild," the scout
declared. "But I'm like you. I don't think he's
smart enough to be tp.e leader."
Wild led the way, going almost exactly as Jim
had gone, and in a very few minutest.hey came to
the trail on the outskirts of the mining camp.
Here and there they were able to see Dart's
footprints, and satisfied that they would soon find
him, they continued on.
But unlike Jim, they did not know the exact
!<pot where the two men ha<l turned and when
they- disappeared, so when they go to the trail
they were at a loss as to which way to go.
But Jim had told them that the men had turned
to the left so after looking about for a minute ·or
two they found a sort of natural path running
in that direction, and started over it.
But it was not the way Jim had gone. The
path they had discovered was just about a hundred
feet further away from the mining camp. However, when they had gone perhaps a hundred
yards they disccovered that the path was used
somewhat, for tracks made by boots could be seen
here and there. They were forced to turn a
little to the ri?;ht, and then they suddenly struck
a sort of trail, where hoofprints were plainly
'
visible.
Wild came to a stop, and after looking at the
ground critically, he turned his ga:i;e in the direction the trail led.
"Charlie," he said, -with a nod of s·atisfartion,
"I reckon if we go tha,t way it w,on't be long befote we strike the regular trail that leads into
Acorn Flat. It seems to me that it runs almost
parallel with it. Of course, we don't want to go
that way if we expect to find the hiding-place of
the outlaw gang. We'll turn and go the other
way. Perha,ps we may run across Jim very
soon."
"I'm sorter thinkin' that we oughter have come
with Jim. Wild," the scout answered, with a
_
_shake of the head.
"Probably that would have been better. But
since we didn't do it, we have got to make out
the way it is. Come on, and be careful not to
·make any more noise than you can help."
"You don't have to tell me that, Wild," whispered Charlie, smilingly. "I was brought up to be....
mighty careful, you know, and I ain't never
forgot it."
The two turned and followed the trail, which
wound its way between high rocks almost directly toward the Flat. The further they went,
however, the less it looked like a trail, for the
ground was so hard and stony that there were
no evidences of any one having come or gone that
way.
But it was there, just the same, and the sharp
eyes of the two experienced trailers could no; be
deceived. A little further ahead after striking
the hard, stony part was an almost perpendicular
cliff. This was partly covered by overhanging
vines, some of them blooming with wild flowers
common to the mountains. · Before they got to
this they came to a rather soft spot of ground, •
and then footprints could be seen going in all
directions.
But since they knew that the miners had been
searching diligently for the hiding place of the
mysterious gang of outlaws, this did not appear
at all strange to Wild and Charlie. The foot-
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prints might have been made by the outlaws
themselves, or possibly those searching for them
were responsible. It really would be of little use
to try, and follow the footprints, since they went
in all directions, so the young deadshot and the
scout passed over the soft . spot of ground and
continued on straight for the foot of the cliff.
It was not possible for the marks to show here
even if steel-shod hoofs were continua lly passing
that way. The flint..Jike rocks were so numerous
that only here and there a spot of earth could
- be disclosed.
Then it was so hard as to almost make it impossible for a m ark to show u pon it. Right at
the foot of the cliff there was a streak of earth
which seemed to have become located in a crevice
between the solid rock itself.
It was here that many of the vines had taken
root, but all the way up the cliff there were fissures filled with earth, and from this the hardy
vines were growing, all with a tendency of creeping upward.
It was just the sort of a spot where a: cave
might be found, since many times tha young
deadshot had di scovered such places with a mat
of vines concealing the entrance.
This wa:s in his mind now, and it was the same
with the scout, for without saying a word h e
began pushing aside the vines as they walked
softly along the foot of the cliff.
They had not gone a distance of more than fifty
feet when Wild discovered a wide opening, which
was entirely concealed by a growth of vines that
hung down in profusion.
He beckoned to the scout, who was a few feet
behind him, and then pushed the vines aside.
Charlie gave a whispered exclamation of delight when he saw that they had discovered the
mouth of what appeared to be a large, roomy
cave.
Wild pulled the vines a little further, and
when he found that they could easily be shoved
aside, so there would be room for a horse and
rider to pass through, he decided that if there
really was a gang of outlaws hiding in that vicinity this undoubtedly was their haunt.
But it was not necessary to make a very large
opening just then. The light ran well back into
.the cave, so after listening for a moment the
oung deadshot nodded for his partner to follow,
and then dropping upon his hands and knees,
crept into the cave. The rocky floor was almost
smooth, and partly covered with a coating of
dust and sand.
'.!;'his the boy took notice of at once, and as he
looked sharply he saw not only hoofprints, but
those made by men. They were innumerable, too,
telling plainly thqt the cave must be frequented
often.
"Well, what do you think of it, Charlie?" the
young deadshot whispered, as he came. to a stop
close to an angle of the rocky wall at the left of
the cave.
"It's all right, Wild," the scout answered, in
the same low tone of voice. "This must be the
place we want~ to find."
"That's right. But thE)re is a possibility that
it isn't. The miners have been looking all over
the vicinity, and it is fair to admit that they may
have been in here."
"That's so, too," and Charlie shook his head.
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However, Wild really thought that they had
found the hiding-place of the secret band.
Certainly nothing had been said of a cave that
was concealed by overhanging vines. While he
was talking about the caves Sam Lewis most
likely would have said something about it if this
particular one had been found. Wild knew pretty
well that the majority of men seldom think of
looking behind vines in the face of what seems
to be a solid rock when searching for an opening.
Another thing about it was that outside the
cave there was no chance of hoofprints showing.
It was just the sort of place that a. secret band
might be expected to take up as their quarters.
The two had drawn their revolvers,. for they knew
that they might be surprised at any time, and if
such a thing happened they were bound to be
ready to defend themselves.
·
After listening for fully five minutes a nd not
hearing the least sound, Young Wild West decided
to go on lfnd explore the cave.
Stepping around the angle of rock, he led the
wav back into the darkness.
But it was not so dark that he did not see two
openings at the r ear of the cave. Either of them
were more than large enough for hor ses to pass
through. H e chose to go to the left, and once he
got there he tried to pier ce the inky gloom, but
failed to do so. However, his ears caught sounds
that he knew were made by horses that were tied
somewhere near by. As Cha rlie joined him he
hea:rd the sounds, too.
✓ "Horses here, Wild," he whispered.
The young deadshot gave an affirmative nod,
and then stepped forward, feeling his way carefµlly.
Charlie was right with him, and half a mihute
later they turned a sharp angle and came to :..nother J;JOrtion of the underground place that was
lighted dimly from an opening somewhere to the
left.
As their eyes became accustomed to the darkness they easily discerned the forms of several
horses that seemed to be tied . in a long row at
the right side' of the cave. There was no longer
any doubt about it. Young Wild West and Cheyenne Charlie knew for a certainty that they had
discovered the hiding-place of the., mysterious
gang of law breakers who had so easily deceived
the miners of Acorp. Flat. To a person not knowing the wonderful detective ability possessed by
Young Wild West it might have seemed strange
indeed that he should be able to make this discovery right at the very start, when for days,
even weeks, the honest miners had been searching
vainly to accomplish that ;,rery thing. Possibly
that valuable article known as good luck dwelt
with the young deadshot. But, anyhow, his
brains must have been directly responsible for it.
He could think, while others would be at a loss
as to what they should do. Another thing, it was
simply a case of looking in places that from their
general appearance made it appear useless to do
so. The average man would never have dreamed
that there was a cave there . if he had come
directly to it, for the hanging vines looked so natural that it seemed that there must be nothing
but solid rock behind them. But be that as it
may, Young Wild West, true to his knewledge
of woodcraft, instinct and rare ability to do
things, had very easily discovered the retreat of
the outlaws that chose to use a death brand and

12

I

YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE DEATH BRAND

kill off their enemies in such a mysterious fashion.
Having found the horses that undoubtedly belonged to the outlaws, the next thing to do was
to discover the men themselves. But Wild was
now satisfied that, since the cave was such a
short distance from the mining camp, undoubtedly the members of the organization might not
be there. However, siince Jim had seen Baldy
Jack and one of his pards i:ome that very way,
it was a pretty sure thing that they might be discovered.
.
Bent upon bringing this about, the ' boy pushed
on to the left, and as he did so he saw that it
was gradually getting lighter all the time. It
seemed that a series of caves were there, for
here and there openings could be seen with masses
of rock acting as supports for the weight that
was overhead.
But Wild and Charlie now went right along
just as if they were thoroughly familiar with the
placEl, and fifty feet from where they had found
the horses they emerged into a well-lighted cave,
which was just as they expected to find it. A
long table, some tools, boxes and barrels were to
be seen, and hanging from jutting points of the
rocky walls were blankets, coils of rope and other
articles such as might belong to prospectors and
miners.
But that was not all they saw. Right at
the very opening through which the sun's rays
came stood three men. One of them was Baldy
Jack, and the others were instantly recognized
as two of the men who had been with him in the
saloon. It was evident that one of them had
lately arrived, for he was talking somewhat excitedly, and when the young deadshot heard his
name mentioned he pricked up his ears and t_h en
crept up a little closer, so he might catch everything that was said.
"I tell you it wa,s a big mistake, Bill," the man
went on to say, as he shook his finger impressively at the bad man. "You had no right to
cross Young Wild West. If you knew as much
about him as I do, you wouldn't have done it. I
didn't say a word' when I found out it was him.
But I've heard say, and I reckon it's about right,
that when he comes around sich fellers as us has
g-ot to be on the lookout. Most likely he's heard
about what1s been goin' on in these parts, an' he's
come here jest for the purpose of bustin' up
things. By you goin' ag'in him, you have made
him take notice of you more than he would have
done, an' you kin bet that he's sharp enough to
think that maybe you're in some way- connected
with the gang what's been foolin' people around
this way so long."
•
- "I s'pose you oughter know what you're talkin'
about, Tom Mullen," Baldy Jack answered, showing plainly that he had the utmost respect for
the speaker. "You're the brains of the whole
gang, an' I know it. But since you have spoke
the way you have it _sorter seems strange to me
that you should take it up for me. If Young
Wild West got the opinion that I might be one of
the outlaws it are most likely that he would
think them as showed themselves to be my friends
was members, too."
"I'm willin' to admit that," Tom Mullen answered. "But you know· putty well that I've always played the part of a peacemaker whenever
there was the least chance to do it. I've often
beard Sam Lewis an' others say things that

·wasn't very nice about you an' •some others. Then
I've up an' told 'em that it wasn't fair to do it,
an' that nobody should accuse anyone of doin'
a_nything wrong unless he knowed for a fact that
it was true. I s'pose when it comes down to the
point, I'm about as much thought of as anyo!:le
else in the Flat. If there's anyone ag'in me it s
'cause I've sorter took up for you an' the rest of
the boys."
Wild smiled softly to himself, and as he turned
to the scout there was a gleam of triumph in his
eyes. The man called Tom Mullen certainly did
not appear to be a ruffian. The fact was that
even though he had been with Baldy Jack and
showed a friendly feeling for him, he had remained somewhat in the background. Now Wild
could study him for all he was worth, and he decided that this man was the lead"er of the mysterious, gang.
!'I wouldnt have come up here if I hadn't seen
you an' Leggett headin' this way," Tom Mullen
went on. "I made sure when I come that nobody
was watchin'. I sorter thought I'd better come
up and talk to you. Now then, I s'pose none of
us oughter hang around here in the daytime. The
best thing we kin do is to go on back to the Flat.
All three of us has got claims, and we work 'em
putty well, too, which ·is one of the main things
that keeps us from bein' found out. All the business we do is done in the dark, you know."
The man gave a chuckle and looked at his two
companions in a sort of triumph. For a leader ot •
such a gang, Tom Mullen certainly was an unpretentious-looking sort of fellow. Even Wild
would have taken him for a very ordinary man.
But after hearing him talk but a few words his
opinion was changed in this respect. His whole
air was one of craftiness and sagacity, and when
he finally arose , and started back into the cave
as if to have a look at the horses, the young deadshot and his partner had barely time to secrete
themselves behind some rocks. Mullen lighted a
candle, which he took from a niche, and then
after making sure that the horses 'were well provided with hay, he came on back and joined the
two who had risen to their feet and were waiting
for him.
"Everything is all right, boys," he said, with a
satisfied nod. "Whenever !--come here in the daytime I always take a look at the horses. I believe
that they should be well cared for, you know, an'.,.
it don't take much time to see to sich things."
"Goin' back?" Baldv Jack asked.
"Yes. I'll go on ahead. You kin come about
five minutes later. If I meet anyone I'll make it
appear that I'm prospectin' a little."
Then he seized a pick which was leaning
against a rock near him, and placing it on his
shoulder, went on out through the opening. Wild
and Charlie now knew that there was more than
one way to get into the cave. They decided to
follow the two villains when they left, for they
wo-qld surely get back to the trail. It was just
about five minutes after Tom Mullen left when
Baldy Jack and the other fellow started out. Then
waiting until their footsteps had died out, the
young deadshot and the scout arose to their feet
and stepped boldly to the mouth of the cave. It
was on one side of the very defile that Jim Dart
had entered, and after making sure that they
were out of sight behind some rocks that were
ahead, our two friends walked softly along. The:j
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continued on for about a hundred yards, and then
suddenly they saw a form rise from behind a
rock not more than twenty fet ahead of them.
Wild made a grab for his gun,. but the moment
he did so a smile showed upon his face, The person who had appeared so suddenly was no other
than Jim Dart.
CHAPTER VI.-Another Discovery.
· Jim Dart was undecided- what to do after the
man pai,;sed him. He knew there must_ be a hiding-place somewhere close br, ye~ he did not fe~l
like going any further until Wild and Charlie
showed up. He ·waited there a few minutes, .and
then decided to go back to the trail and look for
them. It happened that he mi~sed them by barely
a few seconds, for they had Just g<?ne past .the
entrance to the defile when he arrived. Atter
waiting five or six minutes he ventured out far
enough to be able to look down upon the Flat.
He could see the miners who were at work and
also men going in and out Jif the salo~m, but
Young Wild West and Chefenne Charlie were
nowhere in sight..
·
.
The spot that had been selected for a campmg
place was plainly in view, and as he looked OVE;r
i.tnd saw the girls and Wing there he shook :11is
ead and then turned back to the narrow ?pen~ng
between the rocks again. Jim made up his mmd
to go on and find out what he coul~, and let Wild
know about it later. He made his. way slowly
along, pausing every few steps to hsten, for he
did not know at what moment the three men
might come back. When he was just about half. way to the cave, of which he did not yet know the
existence, he heard footsteps. It was e,a sy for
him to hide, and then the man who had p~ssed
him a few minutes before came: back, carrymg; a
pick over his shoulder. As he did not havE: a pick
with him before, Jim was somewhat surprised.
But it told plainly that there must be a camp
near at hand. Possibly the man may have had a
claim there, too, so the boy was not prepared to
give a full opinion just then. He_ ~ermitted the
man fo pass on, and then after waitl!]-g a 'reasonable length of time, _p roceeded ?n a httle further.
Once more Jim decided to wait, and at the expiration of a very few minutes he saw Baldy
Jack and the man who had been with him when
he left the mining camp show up be_fore him. They
were talking in low tones, an~ while they_ passed
within ,;ix feet of the crouchmg boy, neither of
them saw him. -But it would have been necessary
for them to step out of their way a little in order
to do this since there was a big rock there, and
Jim was f~rtunate enough to get behind it. When
he could no longer hear the sounds of their footsteps Jim arose from behind the rock. The'n it
was that he saw Wild and Charlie within a f.ew
feet of him.
"Great gimlets!" the scout exclaimed under his
breath. "What ar you doin' here, Jim?"
"I might ask you that very question," was the
smiling reply. "How did you get past me without me seeing you?"
' "I · re.ck.on we aidn't come past you, Jim. We
went by another way. Did you find out anything?"
' "Nothing more than that Baldy Jack and the
fellow who came this way with him have gone
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back. And there was another fellow, too. He
came along while I was back here a little distance, and ne also went out ahead of the other
two."
"We know all about it, Jim. We had the pleas~re o~ l\s~e~ing to them while they were talking
m their hiding-place. The cave of the mysterious
gang of eutlaws is only a short distance from
here. You may as well go and have a look at
it, for I reckon it's hardly likely that any of the
gang will show .up very soon again. It seems that
they have a way of keeping away from here during the day. The night is the time when they
gather here to set out on their business trips."
Jim was amazed, for the young deadshot spoke
in such· a matter-of-fact way that he could not
quite understand it.
"Come on, Jim," Wild said, taking him by the
arm. "We'll show you the cave: ,A mighty .fine
place they've got, too. Two ways of getting in
and out, you know. Of course, they couldn't
brin_g the horses thi!i way, but there is another
and better way for that purpose. We'll show you
the whole thing."
"I thought I was mighty clever, but you certainly have gone me one better, Wild," Dart declared, with a shrug of the shoulders.
"It was all mere luck that we got the best of
you, I suppose," was the reply. "But luck is a
great thing, Jim, and it seems that we are constantly in touch with it."
"Good luck, too," the scout added, with 1a
chuckle.
They were not long in getting back to the cave,
and then they inspected it fully, even going to the
trouble of lighting the candle Tom Mullen had
put back in the niche after making use of it, so
they might look at the horses. There were just
ten there, and · all of them seemed to be good
horses. Hanging to the ·jutting points of rock
were the saddles and bridles, as well as lariats
that no doubt belonged to the villainous gang.
"I wonder ff there's any money hidden around
he1·e?" Jim remarked, when they came out into
what might be called the meeting room of the retreat.
"Might be," Charlie answered quickly. "Shall
we look around a bit, Wild?"
"I suppose we can do that," was the reply.
"But one of you had better keep, a watch so in
ca,se any of the gang should appear."
"Two of us, I reckon," Charlie ans,vered.
"They're likely to come in by both ways. S'pose
there's one of 'em out with a horse?"
"From what the fellow called Tom Mullen said,
I hardly think that is likely. But we can't be too
sure. However, I reckon if you stay right here at
the mouth of the cave it will be sufficient. Jim
proposed to search for the booty that might be
concealed here, so I'll' help him."
"I'm satisfied," and Charlie promptly stepped
over and sat down on an empty nail keg that was
near the entrance to the cave. Then Wild and
Jim proceeded to make careful search of 'the interior.
-.. ._
They found a· niche that contained a supply of
canned goods and a bag of flour, as well as a
basket full of potatoes. There were cooking utensils piled in a corner, too, but they looked as if
they had not been lately used. No doubt they
had been brought there so if it happened tlrn.t the
gang were forced to remain in seclusion they

a
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would. have a means of preparin g somethin g to
eat. The two boys looked in every creyice_ and
niche, and j.ust as they were about to give 1t. up
they found a number of blankets folded and piled
up in a corner. It was not strange that they
should be there, for miners and prospect oi:s must
have• blankets . But as they showed no signs of
having been lately used, it occurred to Wild to
look beneath them. He took them off one at a
time and then suddenly came upon a small box
~uch' as canned goods are packed in, There was a
lid upon it, but it was not_ ~ailed, and when he
removed it and saw that 1t was nearly full of
watches and other jewelry, an exclama tion of satisfaction came from his lips.
"Some of the booty, I reckonJ Jim," the young
deadsho t · said, as he pointed to the glitterin g
array.
.
"I should say-,ie;o," was the reply, and then Dart
dropped upon his hands and knees and began
sorting over the contents of the box.
"No money," he said, with a shake of the head.
"I suppose they divide what mo_ney they get a!ld
are saving up the watches and Jewelry to be disposed of some time later."
"That's about the size of it, I reckon. Well,
we'll just leave this as we found it. Mysterio us
gang of outlaws, eh? I reckon there won't be
much of a mystery about it in a few hours from
now. Tlfis gang has got to be rounded up.,, But
there's one thing I want to learn, though, and
he shook his head somewh at seriously .
"What is that, Wild?" Jim asked.
"I want to find out how it is that a man can be
killed just by being burned with a red-hot brand."
"Oh, some of them are bou1;,d to confess all
about' it after they are caught.
"Yes, that is true, too. But I purpose to fin_d
out about it before they are caught. There 1s
nothing like studying out such puzles, you know,
Jim."
"Just as you say, Wild," and then Jim helped
him place the blankets back as they had found
them.
As the two boys walked over toward the entrance of that portion of the undergro und place,
the scout nodded his head and said:
"Do you know what I've been thinkin' about,
Wild?"
"What, Charlie? " and the young deadsho t
looked at Jim curiously .
"There's one part of this here cave place that
we ain't looked in yet."
"That's right. There were two openings that
showed up as we came in from the other side.
One of them leads to the places where the horses
are stabled."
"And we don't know what the other place is, do
we?"
•
"No." .
"S'pose we take a look an' see. You have been
huntin' all around here hopin' to find money
what's been stolen by the outlaws. You have
found a lot of watches an' sich like, as I could see
from here, an' I could hear youj;alk in' about 'em,
too. But there wasn't no money there, was
there?"
"Not a dollar, Charlie. "
"All right, thep. Let's look in that other place."
"Since Charlie has suggeste d it, go with him,
Wild. I'll stay there, so in case any of the vil-

lains do happen to come back I'll be able to see
them in time and warn you," Jim said.
"A_U right," and Wild nodded approvin gly. "Ifwe find anything in the other part of the s:ave
that's worth while we certainly will give you a
chance to see it. Come on, Charlie. "
The scout seemed to be serious, and he acted
V<!ry much as if he expected they would find
somethin g that was really worth while. Wild permitted him to lead the. way, and back they went
through the rather dark place where the horses
were tied, and then to that part of the cave that
lay at the other side of the ridge. It was rather
dark there, but they had no difficulty in seeing
the passage that was within a few feet of the
right of the one they had passed through when
they first got into the outlaws' retreat. Anyhow ,
their eyes were accustom ed to the dim light.
Straight through the opening Charlie made his
way, and when he found that he was in a passage
that branche d abruptly to the right he felt his
way forward and then had the satisfact ion of seeing that it was about as light in that direction as
it wa~ in the other
rt of the cave.
"There may be somethin ' here that's worth
while, an' there may not be, Wild," he whispere d.
"It won't hurt to spend a couple of minutes in
findin' out."
_
"Go ahead, Charlie, " was the reply.
Charlie took a few steps, and then found himself in a broad cave that was open at the other
end. The sunlight was streamin g through and
lighting all the greater portion of it complete ly,
but there was nothing there that would indicate
that it had been used as a habitatio n by anyone.
However , as the two stepped toward the lighted
part they suddenly noticed aperture s at one side
that reminde d them greatly of windows .
"Great gimlets! " Charlie exclaime d. "Looks
like one of them caves we've seen down in Mexico what was said to 'be the place where the cave
dwellers lived in the old times."
"Right you are, Charlie. Those openings certainly were not formed by nature. We'll take a
look at them."
The openings referred to were well up toward
the part through which the light came, but as
they got to them they made up their minds that
certainly they had been intended as windows , and
had been made by the hand of man. Further examinatio n convince d them thorough ly, and then
they began to look around in the expectat ion of
finding somethin g more. But that. was all there
was to it. The mouth of the cave was right at
the edge of a steep precipice , and as they dropped
upon their knees and looked over they saw that
it would be a difficult task for anyone to ascend
or descend. Yet there was a ledge about twenty
feet below, and crevices here and there which
might permit it to be done if anyone tried hard
or was put to the test. The ledge ran along toward the other outlet of the cave that was on
that side, but just whether i~ extended all the
way or not they could not see.
"A fellow might git in this way, eh, Wild?"
Charlie said, as he craned his peck and looked
over it carefully .
"Yes, he might, but it w'otfld be foolhard y to try I
such a thing, unless there was no other way," was
the reply.
"It ain't likely the outlaws would be expectin '
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·anyone to come. in by this way, is it?" and the
"I dont know, Charlie. After you go a short
scout looked at the boy thoughtfully.
distance it looks as_if it was impossible to get any
"Hardly. But why do you ask that, Charl~e?" further. You have to step very careful1y, you
"I was jest thinkin'. There's a lot of lariats know, for twenty or thirty feet."
in the cave back there. We might git one of 'em
"Another thing," spolre up Jim, "I suppose the
an' fasten it somewhere here an' let it down. outlaws are known to have horses, and a little
Then if we happened to feel like swingin' up this child would know right away that it would be imway it would be an easy thing to do."
possible to get a horse through here."
"You have got a good head, Charlie. • That is
"Maybe that's the reason, then. But blamed
worth trying. Go and get a rope. I'll wait here if I wouldn't have gone on thrnugh there an'
until you come back."_
found the cave if I'd been lookin'."
.
,..
Charlie sprang to his feet and started off hke
So saying, the scout turned and started down
a child who had been sent upon an important the ' trail. Not wishing to let any of the villain_s
mission. In a few minutes he came back with a know they had been up that way, Wild advised
coil of rope, which he had found in a corner of him to be careful, and as soon as the three got to
the living apartment of the underground place. a point from which they might be seen they
There were several places where he could fasten turned to the left. It was with considerable diffi- the rope, but he selected one that woul~ not be culty that they proceeded on downwarti, but at
likely to be observd should anyone come m there, length they reached the Flat, and then it was
and after making it secure, let the other end drop quite easy for them to work their way around
down the face of the pteeipice. It went a con- until they reached a point that was alxmt a hunsiderable distance past the ~ledge below, but that dred yards in the rear of the shanty hotel. Then
made no difference, for by the general appearance they walked boldly from behind the rocks, and
of things around there, it was hardly likely any- three minutes later entered the shanty by mean:,
one would come that way to see it. At the other of the back door,
side ~other cliff appeared, rearing itself many
feet above the mouth of the cave. The ,d istance
across might have been a hundred feet, but the
CHAPTER VII.-Hop Is Caught. Cheating.
rocks were craggy and inaccessible for the most
part. The two then took another look around the
When Tom Mullen walked back to the mining
cave, and passed on through and were soon oack camp carrying the pick
over his shoulder he was
,_ to the waiting Jim. When the latter h1:a-rd of the met by Sam Lewis, who was just
over to
discovery they had made he was cur10us to go his claim, after losing the greatergoing
part of the
and see it so Wfld let him go back with Charlie. forenoon because of the arrival of Young
Wild
When the' two finally returned, Jim nodded his West and his friends.
head to the young deadshot and said:
"Wh~re have you beell, Mullen?" the leader of
"I never heard tell of such people as cave the gang asked, somewhat suspiciously, for it was
dwellers ever living this far north. But it ~r- plain that he believed the man w.as not altogethe1
tainly looks as if that place was once occupied straight.
by th,em."
•
"Up among the ledges," was the reply. "I ·got
"Or the windows may have been made by some- sick of hangin' around here
an' listenin' to the
one else, probably not many years ago," the young tomfoolery what was goin'
on. I was up that
deadshot answered, with a shrug of the shoulders, way the other day, an' I knocked off
a big chunk
"It is nothing but sandstone, anyhow, and if a · of gold that was almost
man had nothing to do he could easily make those ag'in. Here's what I got."pure. Thought I'd try
apertures by working a little now and then, and
He took from his pocket a lump of gold that
have them completed in 'a few days. I hardly might have weighed four ounces.
course, it
think the discovery amounts to a great deal, Jim." had not been found that morning; butOfMullen
"Probably not. I see that Charlie tied_ a rope bound to deceive the honest miner, as he had was
been
and let it hang down the face of the cliff. He doing pretty well right along.
came here and got the rope, and he told me he
"My!" Lewis exclaimed, as he _took the nugget
--was just merely going to fix it so in case it was from him and weighed it in his 1fand. "That
sarneeded at some time everything would be all tinly is all right. You're a lucky feller, Tom.
right."
Don't s'pose you're goin' to tell anyone jest where
"Yes, that was the opinion he had. It may you found that."
come in handy."
"Not jest yet. But I don't
that it's
Having seen all they wanted to, and more than up there," and he pointed mind sayin'
the cliffs in a
satisfied at the result of their trip from their direction that was almost toward
entirely
mining camp, the three now decided to leave the wheie the hidden caves were located. opposite to
series of caves. Believing that it would be nearer
"Is it far from here?" questioned Lewis.
for them to go the way the three outlaws had
"Not more than half a mile. But say, did you
taken, they wa1ked on out and were soon working see anything of Baldy Jack?"
their way over the rocks. It took them but a
"Ain't seen him since
went out of the barshort time to reach the trail, and onoe there they room with you an' some he
of the rest."
turned and looked into the narrow defile.
"Is th_at so? Well, don't mind tellin' you tha.t
"It certainly don't look as if there was any- I think he's a blamed Ifool."
,
thing like a path through there, even though the
"You do, eh? Maybe you better tell him so, an'
opening extends well baek," the young deadshot he would have a little more sense hereafter."
said, with a shake of the head.
"That's it. I'm meanin' that very thing. He
"But it seems mighty funny that no:qe of the hadn't no right to start to pick
a row with Young
miners didn't go through there an' find the cave, Wild West." '
thouirh," Charlie added thoughtfully.
"But you seemed to think it was all ri11:ht whim
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he was doin' it," and Lewis looked at him and
smiled.
"I didn't think it was all right, but at the same
time I don't intend goin' back on a feller when I
know he's half decent. Baldy Jack ain't as bad
as a lot thinks he is. He's got a putty good
heart in him, an' if it wasn't for his bluffin' ways
he would be all right. I know you think he ain't
exactly straight. Sometimes I think that same
way. But I've never caught him <loin' anything
that was real wrong yet. He's a mighty ignorant feller, an' all that. But maybe if it come
to the point he would show that he was about as
honest as the rest of us."
"He ain't much inclined to work very hard, an'
yet he generally seems to have plenty of gold
dust," ventured the leader of the camp, eyeing
the man sharply.
"A feller don't have to work very hard here,
unless he wants to. How about this?" and Mullen
juggled the lump of gold he had in his hand.
"That's so. Maybe Baldy Jack prospects a
little now an' then, when he ain't <loin' nothin'
else."
"I know he does. Some of these times he'll
surprise every· one here. He's got a pard what
sticks to him putty good. You know who it is.
It's Leggett."
"Leggett is a no-good galoot," declared Lewis.
"I'm mighty sure that he would steal the pennieR
off a dead man's eyes if he thought no one would
ketch him at it."
."Maybe he would. But I don't care nothin'
about it. I'm goin' to stick up for Baldy Jack
yet a while, an' if I find that there's anything
crooked about him, you kin bet 1'11 turn agin him
as quick as any one else. Where's Young Wild
West?"
As he said this Mullen looked sharply at Lewis.
"I don't know, unless he's over at his camp."
"I thought he might be lookin' for them what's
been puttin' the death brand on two or three lately. He allowed that he was goin' to ketch 'em,
so I understand ."
"Yes, he did say that. Maybe he's lookin' for
'em. But say, Tom, do you think there's much
use in tryin' to find out the gang what's hidin'
around here somewhere an' makin' things miserable for all of us?"
"Much use! What do I know about that? I
will say for one that nobody's been makin' me
miserable. Jest 'cause the old stage-coach has
been held up three or four times an' a few has
lost some money an' gold dust don't say that
everybody has got to feel miserable about it. I've
been in minin' camps besides this one, an' I've
always seen sich things happenin'. I'll tell you,
Sam, it's a case of everybody for himself here,
an' jest as long as me or you don't git hurt,
what's the use of us kickin' up a row about it?"
"That's the way you have always talked when
I've spoken about this outlaw gang, Mullen."
"I know . it, an' I'll keep on talkin' that way.
Of course, if you kin show me a chance to git rid
of this gang, you kin bet your life I'll do my part
toward fixin' things up. But as far as goin'
huntin' all around over the cliffs an' on the mountainside for somethin' that you know blamed well
ain't there, why you kin count me out."
"You don't think, then, that there's a gang of
outlaws hidin' around here some place?"
"I ain't thou&-ht much about that part of it.

I

Show me the outlaws an' then maybe I'll tell you
somethir)'. Why, a gang could hold up the stagecoac~ anywhere along the line, an' yet not be
hangm' around here very much. Another thing,
I can't say as I've seen many strangers around
here in the past month or two. Everybody knows
everybody else here in the Flat."
"Yes, everybody knows everybody else, that's a
fact. But blamed if I think they know each other
jest right."
"Meanin' by that, I s'pose, that the outlaws,
as you call 'em, might be livin' an' workin' right
here."
,
"I have thought that way a lot of times, an' I
think so yet."
"Does Young Wild West think that way?"
Tom Mullen asked the question with a certain
degree of eagerness which did not fail to go unnoticed by the leader of the camp.
"I don't know whether he does or not," was the
reply: "But he allowed that it 'Wouldn't take long
to find the gang an' clean 'em out."
"He did, eh? Well, I wish him luck. Where
you goin' now?"
"I th~ught I'~ go over an' fix up things a little
afore dmner time. I've got some washin' to do
this_Aftern oon.- Got a pile of dust over there that
ougliter be looked over."
As Lewis turned to go on two men were seen
coming ·from the left.
. They were Baldy Jack and Leggett, they havmg made a roundabou t way so as to avoid being ·
seen in the vicinity of the cave on the mountain
side.
"Hello!" exclaim_ed Mullen. "Here comes Baldy
Jack now. Leggett's with him, too. I s'pose
they've been out tryin' to locate a placer or somethin'."
,
"Maybe they have an' maybe they haven't"
was all Lewis said, and-then he proceeded on his
way.
Mullen did not wait for the two villains. He
·turned his steps toward the shanty saloon. When
he got there he found that only seven of the
miners were present. The rest had gone away
one or two at a time, probably to go to wor~
B~t those now there must have_ decided that they"
might as well take a full holiday, for by their
talk it was plainly indicated that they had been
imbibing freely of the whisky that was sold at
the bar. Three of them were members of the
gang he was the leader of, but the other four
were miners who were known to be of the honest
class, so to speak. Mullen walked in, and after
looking around in a casual sort of way, stepped
up to the bar and ordered a drink. The three
men who were under his lead looked at him questioningly, but he gave them a warning glance
which told them that they were not to appear too
friendly. He had just swallowed his drink when
Baldy Jack and Leggett came in. The two
promptly walked up to him.
·
"Say boys," Mullen whispered, "I reckon we
have got to go it a little easy. I've just had a
talk with Sam Lewis, an' it sorter seems to me
that the less we mix up around here the better it
will be. Now · I ain't goin' to treat you, nor I
ain't goin' to drink with you. You two is together, so go ahead an' make out that you're
pards. If I was you I'd tell some kind of a story
about strikin' it rich somewhere among the cliffs.
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That's the story l've- been tellin'. Take this, an'
make out that you found it there this mornin'."
The nugg·et he had shown to Sam Lewis was
passed over to Baldy Jack by Mullen unseen by
anyone. Then Mullen walked leisurely to a table
and sat down. He had baFely done so when Hop
Wah entered by the back door. The clever Chinee
had been there twice before that morning, but
had gone out, making an excuse that he had to
do something at the camp. The fact was the
Chinaman had simply gone to prepare himself to
:r,erform another startling trick _for the benefit of
the miners. ·He was ready for 1t now, though to
all appearances he just as simple-minded as a
little child. The four miners who had lingered.
Jong enough to get more drink than was g_ood for
them broke into a laugh when the Chmaman
came in. The members of the outlaw gang
:,.ined in the laugh, though they had to force it
somewhat.
"Velly nicee day, so be," Hop said, addressing
his remark to Baldy Jack, who was at that moment showing the proprietor of the place the
•ugget that had been passed to him by Mullen.
"Never mind, heathen. I don't want to talk to
you" was the somewhat angry rejoinder.
•
"Allee light, me talkee to lis man," and Hop
started straight for Tom Mullen.
As has been said, Mullen was a somewhat unpretentious sort of man, and few if any would
have taken him to be shrewd and clever enough
0 be the leader of a well-organized gang of
villains. He had a way of acting the part of an
innocent, too, and bound not to do anything that
would cause the least suspicion, he forced a smile
and nodding to the Chinaman, said:
"if you want to say it's a very nice mornin'
I'll agree with you, heathen."
"You velly nice Melican man," ventured Hop.
"I don't know how nice I am, but I've generally
got a way of mindin' my own business.
"How you likee play dlaw pokee?"
.
"Not this mornin', heathen. I've seen an'
heard enough about you not to take ·a hand in
that kind of a game with you. A feller as kin
do magic things ain't fit to play cards with, not
when there's money at stake."
"Me velly honest Chinee," Hop declared, as if
he felt injured at the remark.
"You look it, whether you are or not. But say,
heathen, if you want to be sociable I'll have a
drink with you."
"Maybe you likec smokee um cigar," and the
Chinaman politely tendered him one.
"Oh, no. I wouldn't smoke one of your cigars
for five dollars. I seen what happened when you
was smokin' o~e yourself this mornin'."
"Allee light, me smokee, leh," and Hop struck
a match and soon was puffing away. There was
not a man present who had not seen or heard of
what happened shortly after the arrival of our
friends when the Chinaman was smoking a cigar,
so they watched him with no little interest. Tom
Mullen drew back his 1chair so he would not get
the benefit of it in case the cigar exploded. But
it happened that this cigar was not one of the
exploding kind, and Hop puffed away contentedly.
"Melican men go to work, so be," he said, as he
looked around the room and acted as if he had
noticed that there were but- few there · for the
iirst time-
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"Going to treat, heathen?" one of the miners
called out laughingly.
"You no gottee plenty money?" Hop queried.
"Not a whole lot. But say, you don't have to
treat. S'pose we chuck the dice."
"Lat allee light. Me likee chuckee dice, so be."
It seemed that every man in the room was just
in the humor to shake the dice for the drinks
just then, even to the outlaws. As Hop led the
way to the bar they all followed, and when the
leather cu~ contaill.ing the three dice was handed
over by Bill Bowers, .they were all- ready. Hop
insisted that the man who had proposed the game
should lead off. - Then when he found the rest
were going in he waited until last. . He could
easily have substituted trick dice for the regular
ones and won out, but he did not care to do so.
The result was that he threw lower than any one
else, and was called upon to purchase the round
of drinks. But whenever Hop expended even a
small sum of money for the benefit of someone
else he was always figuring on a way to get it
back with interest. While he was prepared to
perform a t,ick that would surprise them. more
than they had been · before, he felt that he had
better wait until there was . a big crowd present.
Now he would go ahead and show them a little
about dice throwing.
·
"Misler J ackee," he said to the bad man, after
the drinks had been served and he had paid the
bill, "me bettee you fivee. dollee me beatee you
with um dice."
"Why don't you say you'll chuck -dice with me
for five dollars a throw?" was the :Fetort.
"Allee light, me say lat, ·len." ·
"Go ahead; Baldy," advised the proprietor, a
broad grin on his face. "It ain't likely the heathen
kin chuck dice any better than you kin, even if
he is a sleight-of-hand feller."
"He had better not let me ketch him cheatin',"
was the reply. "If· he does I'll put an end to him
mightly quick, even if he is Young Wild West's
Chinee."
·
"Me no cheatee," declared Hop, smiling innocently, and then he counted out five dollars and
laid it upon the bar.
Baldy Jack did likewise, and then placing the
dice in the cup, rattled them about and then
rolled them upon the bar.
"Fourteen!" he exclaimed, triumphantly. "I'll
bet .you another :lw,e that you can't beat . that
th;row?"
I
"Allee ·light, me takee lat bet."
Then Hop picked up the dice and cleverly
changed them for three that he had concealed in
the palm of his hand. These were such as can
be obtained at stores where trick things are sold.
and only contained fives and sixes upon them. It
would be impossible to throw less than fifteen,
and so long as no one noticed it, ·a person might ·
go ahead for an unlimited time and throw either
fifteen, sixteen, seventeen or eighteen. They were
nearly the same size as the regular ones, certainly not varying enough to be noticed. Hop
rattled them in the cup, -and then rolleq out sixteen.
"Me allee samee win, Misler J ackee," he said,
as he held out his hand for the additional five that
had been wagered.
"Lucky, ain't you?" sneered his victim, as he
gave him the money.
Hop took the five, and picking- uv the ten that

,.
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was upon the bar, stowed the money in his pocket.
"Nowlen, Misler Jackee," he said, blandly, "me
bettee you fivee dollee me beatee lat thlow some
more, so be."
"Do you mean you'll bet five dollars that you'll
beat fourteen ag'in ?" same the query.
"Lat light, Misler Jackee."
"All right. I'll bet you fifty that you can't."
"Me takee lat bet."
Hop rolled out the dice again as soon as the
money was put up, and, of course, he beat fourteen, for, as has been stated, he could not fail to
do so with the trick dice he was usi.ng. The
money had not been put up, and angered over having lost the bet, Baldy Jake grabbed up the dice
and was about to throw them out of the door when
Hop grabbed his hand. The result was that the
dice fell upon the floor. Mullen picked one of
them up; and the moment he did so he saw that
it was not a regular dice.
"Ha!" he exclaimed, 'dramatically.
"The
Chinee is a cheat. Jest look at this. There's
nothin' but fives an' sixes on it."
Hop knew he was in a bad fix, so he decided to
get out of the place in a hurry.
"Hip hi!;, he exclaimed, and then he made a
leap around. the little c1·owd and bolted through
the back door. Like a deer he ran for a shed
that was in the back, while after him came Baldy
Jack and Leggett.
CHAPTER VIII.-Wild Makes a Miss of It
Crack! crack ! The two villains each fired a
shot as Hop Wah disappeared jehind the shed
that was in the rear of the saloon. The bullets
tore holes through the boards, and one of them
came very close to the heathen.
"Hip hi!" he shouted, and then realizing that
he was apt to be hit by a chance shot; even if they
could not see him, he turned and ran as fast as
he could in the direction of the camp of our
friends. But the honest miners in the saloon
were not going to permit the Chinaman to be
shot down like a dog, even if he had cheated
with the dice. They ran out and called upon
Baldy Jack an\! Leggett to come back . Then a
hot argument started, and the result was that
Tom Mullen st~ped up and decided against his
own men. He did this mainly for the purpose of
making the others believe that he was a fair and
square man, and it worked pretty well. Of course
Baldy and Jack Leggett promptly gave in. Mullen was their leader, and his word seemed to be
law. The result was "that Hop reached the camp
in safety, and then he related his little adventure
in the saloon to the girls. But Hop was not going to venture away from the camp for a while.
He remained there, and a:t length Young Wild
West and his partners came back, after having
been successful in locating the secret hiding place
of the ouVaws, as has been told. Hop started in
to tell how .he had been chased from the saloon,
but the scout interrupted- him, and then hastened
to let the grils know of the wonderful luck they
had met with on the mountainside.
"This is what I call really wonderful, Wild!"
Arietta exclaimed, her eyes flashing with satisfaction. "To think that you could find the place
ro easily."
.
"Good luck, I suppose, Et," was the smiling re-

ply. "You know we all seem to have plenty of
that article hanging about us."
"Sometimes we do, it seems," the girl answered,
and then her face became grave. "But, Wild,"
she added, "what do you intend to do, now that
you have discovered the hiding-place of the outlaws and know of three of them?"
''l haven't exactly made up my mind, but I'll do
so in a very few minutes. However, I- think it
would be advisable to wait until they all get into
the cave, and then surprise them."
"That's right," Jim Dart spoke up, though he
seldom made a suggestion. "If we were to make prisoners of the three men now it would spoil
all chances of discovering who the rest were. We
suspect a few of them, of course, but we have
no proof that they belong to the band."
Wild nodded.
"Another thing about it," he went on to say,
"is that I am anxious to find out how the three
men who were branded with the red-hot iron
came to their death. Sam Lewis is positive that
there were no marks of viol~nce upon them other
than those made by the branding-iron. There is
just enough of a mystery about this to excite my
curiosity. Our search throughout the cave revealed nothing in the shape of a branding-iron,
that's sure, though I'll confess I thought little or
nothing about it at the time."
Feeling certain that the outlaws would not go
to their cave resort during the day, unless something out of the ordinary happened, Wild de- _
cided that the best thing to do would be to-wait
until night. The remainder of the morning soon
slipped away, and promptly at twelve o'clock
Young Wild West and his friends sat down to
partake of the rousing good meal Wing had prepared for them. It was not more than twenty
minutes after twelve when the three left the
camp and started for the saloon. The majority
of the miners were congregated there now, and
they knew that it was more than likely that the
entire membership of the outlaw band would be
found there. They were not more than half way
to the saloon when Hop followed them. When he
reached the front of Bill Bowers' place of business, Wild and his partners were talking to Sam
Lewis, the leader of the camp, and a few others.
Tom Mullen was leaning against the side of the
shanty, puffing away at his. pipe, and near him
were some of the others our friends felt sure were
members of the band. But they were all acting •
just the same as if they were honest miners who
worked hard for a living, and they talked and
laughed the same as the rest were doing. Wild
decided to let Lewis know of the discovery he had
made during the morning, so calling him aside,
he told him all about. The leader of the camp
was amazed.
.
"What!" he exclaimed. "Found where the
mysterious gang hangs out an' know who three
of 'em are •for a certainty?"
"That's just what I sai , Sam," and the boy
smiled at him.
"Do you mind tellin' me who the three are?"
"I'll tell you, but you must not say a word
about this for a while."
"I promise you that I won't breathe a word to
a livin' bein'."
"All right, then. What sort of. a man is Tom
Mullen?"
"A mighty peculiar feller.~
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"You think so, eh?"
"Yes. Is he one of 'em?"
"Tom Mullen is the leader of the gang." .
"Git out! I never would have believed that.
Why, he don't act like a feller as could do things
in sich a puzzlin' way without lettin' nobody find
out anything about it."
"There are ten horses in the cave, so probably
there may be tp.at number who belong to the
band."
"Ten, eh? Well, I don't know as I kin count
that many, though, si ce you have said that Tom
Mullen is one of 'em, an' the leader, too, why, I
wouldn't be surprised at anything. I'll jE:,St go
around an' see if I can't pick out jest who they
are."
_
The two turned to walk back to the saloon, and
just then the clatter of hoofs sounded. All eyes
turned toward the trail, and when they saw a
galloping horse approaching in a cloud of dust,
they wondered what was up. Of course there
was a man on the back of the horse, and as he
drew up some one called out, excitedly:
"It's the driver ¢ the ~tage-coach, which is due
here at one o'clock."
Wild and his partners had not heard that the
stage-coach was due to arrive at the Flat that
day. But possibly no one had thought about
mentioning it. They crowded up along with the
est to heaT what the man had to say.
"Hard luck, boys," he called out. "The blame
old stage is broke down two miles from here. The
axle broke plumb in two, an' ther wasn't no way
of fixin' it very handy, unless I come here to
git some help. Too bad. There's a couple of
passengers there what's worryin' a whole lot.
They've got a heap of money with 'em, an' they're
afraid of bein' held up. I wanted 'em to ride
here with me, but they wouldn't do it, sayin' as
how that since we didn't have no saddles, they
wouldn't ride the stage horses. They've offered
me fifty, dollars to git the help to fix the stage
so they kin git in here as quick as they kin."
Much excitement was created by the news,
though there was really nothing bad about it.
The miners proceeded to talk about it, and the
driver was questioned by several of them. He
told what was needed, and then volunteers offered
their assistance, and at once proceeded to get the
tliings needed to make the repairs. Wild was
taking things in pretty well, and as the volunteer,s hurriedly left the spot, he noticed that Mullen was whispering to several of the men who
were standing about.
"Keep , our eyes on those fellows, boys," he
said to Charlie and Jim in an undertone. '"I
reckon they're up to something."
All three watched them closely, and soon they
saw them walking off one at a time. Sam Lewis
was one of those who had volunteered to go out
and help fix up the disabled vehicle, and when
Wild saw him coming out of a shanty with a big
coil of rope and a crow-bar, he walked over to
him and said:
"Sam, I reckon you had better let somebody
e do that. L want you to go with me. Just
get three men and tell them that they are to say
nothing, but to obey orders."
Lewis hastened to turn the rope and crow-bar
over to another man, and then he was not long in
picking out three men. Meanwhile Charlie and
Jim were watching those :who had left the camp
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so hurriedly. They counted eight of them all
told, though they did not go together, as has been
stated. But they all proceeded , up the trail and
disappeared behind some rocks where there was
a turn. The young deadshot had made up his
mind that now would be the time to capture the
outiiaws. He walked leisurely behind the shanty
saloon, beckoning for Lewis to come that w~y.
Charlie and Jim followed, of course, and soon ni.e
leader of the camp, and the three men he had
selected, joined them.
"Now then, boys," the you:pg deadshot said,
looking sharply at the three miners, "I have an
idea that we are going to catch the villains who
have been using the branding-iron lately. Don't
ask any questions, but just come with us."
At that moment Hop Wah came running to the
spot.
"Me wantee go, too, Misler Wild," he said.
"You go back to the camp and tell the girls
that we have gone out hunting outlaws," was
the reply.
"Allee light, Misler Wild," said the Chinaman,
somewhat abashed at being refused perm(ssion to
accompany them, turned and hurried away.
Wild and his partners took the same route they
had gone over that morning, so they would not
be seen by the excited miners who were making
preparations to go to the assistance of the disabled stage-coach. They succeeded in getting
away from the camp, and once they had rounded
a bend in the trail, so they could no longer be
observed, they hurried on and soon came to the
narrow defile.
·
"Now then, boys," the young deadshot said, as
he came to a pause, "I want you to understand
that you have got to be very careful. I don't
want you fellows to make the least bit of noise.
I reckon you can step over rocks all right without
raising a · racket."
"What does it all mean, anyhow?" one of the
three miners asked, in a puzzled way.
"It means," Wild answered, quickly, "that I
have reason to believe that we'll find a whole
gang of outlaws in a cave · a short distance from
here. Now then, just have your guns ready, but
don't fire a shot until the word is given. You
are supposed to obey orders in this matter, you
know."
,
The young deadshot now started through the
defile. The rest came along after him, but the
miners were a little more clumsy, and now and
then a loosened stone could be heard rattling
downward. But there was no stop for this, so
they continued on until they came to the rock
behind which Jim had been crouching when Wild
and Charlie appeared before him so unexpectedly
that morning. The young deadshot thought a
moment, and then decided to leave them all there
while 1).e ventured ahead to do a little spying.
Knowing that there was no time for delay, he
crept on, and in a very short time came to a stop
within twenty feet of · the mouth of the cave.
When he heard the sound of voices from within,
he ~ave a chuckle of satisfaction, and then crept
a little closer. It was ' n ecessary to round an
angle to a rock to get a view of the interior of
the cave. Upon his hands and knees he crawled
along a sloping rock, and just as he rounded the
corner a man pounced upon him and struck the
revolver he was holding in his hand to the
ground. Wild uttered a sharp cry, and then, as
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he arose to his feet, delivered a blow upon the
man's chin which sent him rolling back into the
cave. But just then he was unfortunate enough
to slip, and he went sprawling upon his stomach.
Before he could rise to his feet two other men
sprang · out and seized him. Then, as he struggled fiercely to free his hands, he was dragged
int the cave.

CHAPTER IX.-Arietta's Great Risk.
Hop Wah had been v1:ry anxious to go ~ith
Young Wild West and his partners, so he_ might
assist in rounding up the outlaws. But Wild had
told him to go and let the girls know what was
up, so he lost no time in running to the camp.
"Missee Alietta I" he exclaimed, excitedly,
"Misler Wild tellee me comee tellee you lat ley go
to lookee for um outlaws. He and ~1isler Charlie
and Misler Jim and thlee, four miners go ketchee.
Now len, me go; too, so be. Me velly smartee
Chinee."
Without ·a nother word, he turned and ran from
the camp. Certainly Hop meant to take part in
the round-up. · Arietta, -every ready to lend a helping hand to her dashing young lover, turned to
·Anna and Eloise, and said:
"Girls, I am going, too."
Arietta decided to use her horse to get to the
scene, hoping to reach Wild before anything like
a conflict started. It did not take , her long to
saddle the cream-white broncho she always rode,
and then she smilingly assured Anna and Eloise
that everything would be all right and told them
not to worry. Away she rode, going straight
through the mining-camp and causing no little
surprise to the miners who were just finishing
their preparations to s.tart out upon the trail to
the assistance of the disabled stage-coach. Some
of them called out to her to learn where she was
going, but she paid no attention and went at a
gallop along the trail. The fact that the,girl was
leaving the camp at a mad gallop cau:,ed the
miners to think that something out of the ordinary had taken place or was abeut to. Several of
them who had horses were not long in mounting
and following her. But Arietta scarcely looked
behind her. She continued on, and in a very
short time came to the spot where Wild and those
with him had turned into the narrow defile.
Arietta was clever enough to look for marks upon
the trail, and when she.. f.ound both human footprints and the prints of horses' hoofs, she felt
that she was on the right track. She was very
careful now, and before she had gone very far
she heard horses coming behind her. The girl
knew pretty well that some of the miners were
coming, so she decided to wait for them. There
were six of the men who had r.orses, aI).d they
quickly appeared. When they saw the girl at a
halt as if waiting for them, they rode up, and
one of them asked, politely:
"What is it, miss? What made you come away
from the camp in such a hurry?"
"I feared there was going to be a fight between Young Wild West and his friends and the
outlaws," she answered .
"I didn't know he left the camp," one Qf the
others spoke up.

"But he did, though," Arietta declared, and
then she started her horse forward at a walk. ·
"They followed her, talking in whispers, for
they certainly were a puzzled lot of men just
then. The girl kept her eyes open, and ocassionally she could see hoofprints. But when she
came to the hard and rocky part of the trail,
as it might be called, and saw the high cliff rearing itself a short distance ahead, she gave a nod
of satisfaction.
"There it is!" she exclaimed. "They spoke of
the hanging vines that concealed the mouth of
the cave. 'l'here are plenty of vines there. Now
then, Pll go a little closer, and then dismount."
Just about a hundred feet from the opening in
the cliff that was concealed by the bunch of hanging vines, Arietta came to a stop and slipped from
the back of her horse. The miners came up and
dismounte,d. They had barely done so when the
cracking of rifles sou:qded from the other side of
the ridge, it seemed. Arietta was dismayed. She
now felt-that Wild and his partners had run into
an ambush. Crang ! crang ! crang ! The shooting was fast and furious, Then revolvers began
cracking, and after as many as twenty shots had
been fired all was still.
"What do you make of it, gal?" one of the
miners asked, his face rather pale.
Crang ! crang ! crang ! Three shots were fired ....
so close to them that they could not exactly tell
from what point they came. But the bullets
whistled over their heads, and with cries of alarm
the men grabbed their horses by the bridles and
turned for the shelter of some rocks close at
hand. Arietta was compelled to do this, too, for
she knew riow that the shots must have been fired
from behind the hanging vines. They had been
discovered, and it was evident that the outlaws
had attacked Wild and his followers from the
other side.
"Too bad!" the girl exclaimed, when slie was
safely behind a rock. "Wild failed to catch them
napping."
Arietta was now satisfied that Wild was in
danger. The more she thought of it the more she
became convinced that it was possible that he and
his friends - had been ambushed by the • outlaws.
The sudden firing she had heard sounded as if it
came from the other ,s ide of the ridge. This
meant that those in the mouth of the cave had
caused it, and it must be that Wild and those
with him had been surprised as they were creeping up to make a raid of the cave. No more
shots were fired from behind the hanging vines,
and as thel girl crouched behind a rock and kept
her eyes in that direction she watched in vain for
some one to app~r. Finally she arose to her
feet, and, without a word to the men crouching
near her, she began creeping away to the right.
It was the girl's intention to get around the
cave so she would be able to work her way to the
face of the cliff and then e:i-ideavor to get inside
the cave and satisfy herself whether or not the
young deadshot had been killed or injured. All
was still, which was a pretty good sign that if ..,
one side or the. other had not won hostilities had
ceased for a while. The rocks and bushes were
j_ust the thing needed for the girl's purpose, and
being somewhat used to that sort of thing, she
crept on and soon was at l~ast fifty yards from
w~ere the miners were hidin~ themselves. Then
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she turned and made her way toward the cliff.
As she finally got to it she came to a portion
where there wa§ a sharp turn, and happening_ to
look upward she was surprised to seen a dan~lmg
rope which almost touched the ground. Anetta
crept toward this, and then, knowing t~at she
would be out of sight of any one who might be
peering from behind the vines, &he arose to her
feet and took a look above her. In Cheyenne
Charlie's relation of the story of how they had
discovered the hidden cave of the outlaws and explored it, he had mentioned the fa<;t of ha_ving
tied .a rope and let it down the chff- Arietta
thought of this the moment she set eyes on_ the
rope · and · it struck her that she had quickly
found a way to gain an entrance to the secret
place.
"I can get up there easily with the help of that
rope," she thought. "I'll try it. Possibly I may
be of great use to 'fild, even if I am not needed
to assist him personally."
She quickly seized the rope, and pulled hard
upon it to test it. It was perfectly safe, she
knew, so after looking around the corner of the
cliff toward the spot where she knew the miners
were hiding, she waved her hand in that direction
so they might know she was all right if they happened to be looking that way, and then, without
' the least hesitation, started to scale the rugged
cliff. Strong and athletic, and fearless as well,
Young Wild West's sweetheart was capable of
the task. Up she went, now and then being compelled to bear her whole weight upon the rope,
and at length she stood upon the ledge that was
only a short distance from the top. As she paused
here for a breathing spell she heard loud voices
above her.
"Shut up your wranglin'," a voice sounded
above the rest. "Start the fire goin' an' git the
brand hot. Young Wild West has got to be
branded afore he dies."
The girl trembled violently when she heard the
ominous words.
"They ha~e got Wild a prinsoner· and mean to
kill him!" she exclaimed, under her breath. "I
must go on upward and save him."
The most difficult part of it was now ahead. of
her, for there were few niches to find a foothold
ln, and the rock ran up almost perpendicular.
But there was the rope to help her, so determinedly she set herself to the task. When she
was within about six feet of the top she paused
and listened again.
The confused sound of
voices was all she could hear, only a few words
being distinguishable. But she had already heard
enough to know that the life of Young Wild West
was in danger, so once more she started, after
making sure -that her revolver was in readiness
for instant use. Up she went, and at last she
was able to seize upon a jutting point of rock and
get a good hold. Then as she drew her head
above the edge of the precipice a startling sight
met her gaze. Less than twenty-five feet frot,n
her Wild was being held in the grasp of two men,
while another stood pointing a revolver at his
""'i>reast. A fourth was Lending over a fire into
which was an iron which she readily guessed was
intended to brand the boy with. Mustering all
her courage to the fore, the brave girl proceeded
to draw herself upward.
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CHAPTER X-Wild and the Deathbrand.
Young Wild West felt angry at himself for
having permitted the outlaws to capture him so
easily. A shade of fear might have come upon
him, too. But if it was the case he certainly did
not show it. Baldy Jack, the bad man, sprang
· forward to assist those who were holding him
to drag him into the ca\>e, and as his eyes fell ·
upon the helpless boy he gave an exclamation of
delight.
"Look here, look here!" he called out. "Tom,
it's Young Wild West. We've got him right
here."
"What's that?" came from another part of the
.
cave, and then Mullen ran forward.
"Thunde:r:!" the leader of the outlaws exclaimed, thoroughly amazed. "That's what the
rumpus was about, eh? Caught. the kid sneakin'
in the cave, eh?" . .
·
"I seen him creepin' along among the rocks,
Tom," the villain who had first attacked Wild
called out, as he came into the cave. "I knocked
the gun from his hand in a hurry, too, an' then
I got knocked down by him. But we've got him
all right."
"Got him all right! Well, I should say so. You
know what's got to happen to him, boys, don't
you?" and Mullen waved his hand and broke into
a hoarse laugh.
"He's got to be branded," came from several
of them in unison.
"That's it. He's got to be branded on the forehead with the word 'death,' an' then he gits a
drink of cold water to make him feel better.
Ha, ha, ha!"
"I reckon you fellows had better go a little
easy," Wild spoke up, for he was now quite himself, in spite of the fact that he was powerless to
do al'\ything. "You have been tracked here, and
at this very minute your hiding-place is surrounded. In a few minutes from now you will
either be prisoners or dead. If you are wise you
will let me go and surrender before anything
happens."
•
"That sounds putty nice, too, when you say it,"
sneered Tom Mullen. "I reckon you don't know
me, Young_Wild West. I don't look as if I kn owed
a thing, but I reckon I've lived long enough in
this world an' learned enough to be about as
smart as the next one. You don't think for a
minute that we're goin' to surrender. I don't
care if all the men belongin' to the Flat comes
here, they can't drive us out."
At that moment one of the men who had ventured out to see if the young dead shot had been
accompanied by any one came hurriedly back~
"There's a lot of 'em back there !" he exclaimed, pointing out of the cave. "I reckon the
best thing we kin do is to blaze away at 'em to
keep 'em from gittin' any closer."
"What's that?" exclaimed Mullen, with a start.
"I reckon the kid is right when he says that
they've got us surrounded. Four of you go out
ther~ an' jest blaze into 'em as long as you kin
see 'em. The rest will git over to the other side
an' be ready for 'em if any of 'em's there."
Four of the men willingly hastened out, each
with a rifle. They crept up but a short distance
away from the cave before they began firing. Evidently they had seen Charlie and Jim· and the
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four miners, but whether they took very good
aim or not, cannot be said. Never having experienced anything exactly of that kind before, it is
probable that they fired shots just for the sake
of doing it. Two men had gone on through the .
other side, and when they began firing a little
later Mullen showed signs of uneasiness.
"They've got us surrounded all right, boys,"
he said, nodding to the two who were in charge
of the prisoner. "If we're goin' to fix Young
Wild West, I reckon we had better do it right
away, an' then it will be done with. Fetch him
into the other cave."
He nodded to the right as he said this, and
t hen Wild, who had been relieved of his weapons
but not bound, was force into a dark chamber
where the horses · were stabled and then into the
other passage. Once they dragged him into the
chamber that looked as if it had been used by
cave d}Vellers at some former time, Mullen seized
hold of him and helped place him upon a rock.
"Hold him here," he said to the two men, who
had never relinquished their grasp upon the boy.
"I've got to git things right afore we do anything
·
.
more."
The villain then gave hurried orders. Two of
the men were stationed at one entrance, and two
at the other.
"Now, boys," he said, as he came back to the
place where Wild was being held, "I reckon you
had better tie his hands, 'cause he might break
loose when he feels the hot iron."
While the two men held the boy securely, another tied a rope about the ·young deadshot's
wrists. They all began talking excitedly, with
the exception of the leader. He stepped over to a
small opening in the rocky wall, and reaching upward, caught hold of a black bottle with a ·wide
mouth. This was quickly brought into the light,
and as Wild looked at it he saw that it contained
a whitish powder. Next the villain found a tin
cup, and with his ba'ck tow·ard the boy, emptied
some of the contents of the bottle into it.· Having done this, he passed through to another part
of the cavernous place, and then- returned with
the cup full of water. •
"When a feller gits burned good an' .hard it
makes him feel as if he wants a drink. • There
, ain't nothin' mean about us, Young Wild West.
As soon as you have got the word 'death' burned
on your forehead I'll give you a drink, an' then
I'm goin' to let you go."
The words were spoken in a mocking tone, and
WHd had his suspicions at once that the water
was poisoned. If that was the case it was easy
to understand how the three former victims of
the outlaws had died without marks of violence
upon them other than those made by the hot
branding iron. But Wild had not given up yet.
He knew that it was hardly l"kely that his partners had been touched by the bullets of the outlaws. and the villains who had fired from the
mouth of the other cave told the,n that here was
surely someone there. However, the situation
was a desperate one. The men talked excitedly,
and then finally Tom Mullen gave the orde;: to
kindle a fire and heat the branding iron. There
was a pile of faggots in a corner of the cave
which seemed to have been placed there for the
very purpose they were going to use them for
10w. Leaving the two in charge of the p1·isoner,
the third man who was in the cave with the leader

.hurriedly made preparations to kindle a fire. A
match was struck by Mullen himself, and as the
smoke arose and the flames broke out, he stepped
to th~ wall close at hand, and pulling a stone
from its place, took out a branding iron.
"See this, Young Wild West?" he said exultantly. "It reads backward. D-E-A-T-H. When
it is burned on your fo1·ehead it will read all
right. Nice mark to be found with, eh? Ha, ha,
ha!"
The fire was· going nicely now, so the villain
arranged the faggots to his satisfaction and then •
put the iron into the flames. Wild's face was
very pare. He knew that unless help came ver-y
quickly it would be all up with him. But certainly he would not drink from the cup, even
though they. succeeded in burning the cruel letters '!-Pon J:iis forehead. Howeve1:, he did no~
despair. His eyes roved about the place, and suddenly he gave a violent start. It happened that
the eyes of the four villains were turned upon
the fire as if they were eager to have the iron
h~ated as quickly as possible, and they did not see
him. It was no wonder that the young deadshot
gave the start, for he saw his sweetheart in the
act of slipping over the edge of the precipice.
There was a revolver in her hand, and the girl
made a slight motion with it when she saw the
young deadshot observed het. Instantly the face
of the boy relaxed, and just then Mullen turned
to him and said:
...
"Mighty cool, ain't you?"
"Go ahead and do your worst. I have been in
as bad a fix as this many a time, and I have
always come out all right, too," was the cool
·
reply.
"Is_ that so? Well, I i:eckon you don't git out
of this one. In a few mmutes that iron will be
hot enough for what I want to do with it. You're
goin' to J?e branded with death, Young Wild West.
You'll die, too, an' don't you forgit it."
"All right, go ahead."
Probably the boy would not have showed as
much coolness if he had not known that .):J.is sweetheart was nQt more than twenty feet from him,
ready to open fire on the scoundrels. Arietta
found a convenient boulder almost at the verge of
the chasm, and quickly crept behind it. Then she
kept a watch, for she was not ready to proceed
yet. Mullen took the iron from the fire and wetting his fingers with his tongue, tested it.
·. "Ain't quite hot enough yet," he said, as he put
1t back. "But in a couple of minutes the job will
.
be done."
Wild wondered what Arietta intended to do.
The two minutes that followed seemed to be a long
time. Then Mullen exclaimed:
"The brand is hot enough. Go ahead an' fix
him. I'll git the drink of water for him."
Arietta heard the words, of course, and she felt
it was now her time to act. The girl got upon
her feet without being seen by the outlaws. One
of them had just taken the death brand from the
fire, and was turning toward the helpless young
deadshot. Crack! Arietta's revolver spoke. The
bullet shattered the wrist of the villain who was
in the act of inflicting the cruel brand upon the
helples~ young deadshot, and with a cry of fear
and pam he staggered back. The brave girl knew
that there was no other way of winning out so
she deliberately opened fire upon the other th~ee,
and as three shots rang out they dropped to the ·
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ground. The wounded man, rendered desperate
by what had happened, leaped toward the girl
and attempted to seize her with his good hand.
Crack! Again Arietta_ fired, and down he went:
"Oh, Wild!" she cried, as she pulled a kmfe
from her belt and sprang forward to cut the
bonds of her young lover, who had risen to his
feet.
"It's all right, Et," was the hurried reply.
"Look out. They'll be after us in a jiffy."
He had scarcely said this when a shout was
heard, and then three shots rang out in qu-ick succession.
"Whoopee, whoopee!" came from the adjoining
cave.
"All right, Charlie," the young deadshot shouted at the top of his voice, and then after ma\<ing
sure that the four villains were either dead or so
badly wounded that they could do no further
harm, he picked up a revolver that one of them
had dropped, and grabibng Arietta by the arm,
pushed her toward the passage. As he reached
the place where the horses were kept, Ch~rlie
and Jim, followed by Hop Wah, who had arrived
upon the scene too late to be of any service, appeared.
"Are you all right, Wild?" _the scout asked excitedly.
,,. "Yes, but come on. There are two men watchin74 where the vines are hanging. Come on."
'All right," Jim spoke up. "We met two at·the
other entrance. One of them fired a shot, and
then we each got in one and settled them."
Into the outer cave they 1·an, and as they appeared they were just in time to see the rem3:ining two outlaws plunge through t_he o".erhangmg
vines. The very moment they did this a volley
was fired from the outside, and Wild and his companions drew back, lest they might be hit by a
stray bullet. · But that settled it. The miners
who had been watching patiently no sooner saw
the two outlaws break from behind the vines than
they opened fire on them. They were literally riddled with bullets. Cheyenne Charlie broke into a
shout, and getting an answer, called out:
"Don't shoot no more. We've got 'em all."
"Hooray, hooray!" came from the outside, and
then the scout pushed aside the vines and showed
rimself.
Recognizing him, the miners hurried to the spot
and were s-oon inside the cave. Meanwhile, Wild
and Arietta were comparing notes, so to speak.
The girl was trembling a lot now, for she seemed
to realize the awful risk she had taken in coming
to the rescue of her dashing young lover. But
she had won out, as she always did, and leaning
upon liis arm, she permitted herself to be conducted through to the other cave, where they met
Sam Lewis and the three.miners , neither of whom
had been touched when the volley was fired at
them bv the outlaws. When they had · calmed
from their excitement Wild told the miners to
follow hirn, and conducted them to that part of
the underground place where he had come so
noarly being inflicted with the death brand. He
s owed them the brand, and then said:
"I am going to keep this as a souvenir. But
there is something else I want to tell you now."
Then he got the cup of water, and holding it
up, said:
"Boys, I'll explain to you why it was that the
three men who were branded and found dead by

23

the villainous gang had no marks upon them.
They were poisoned after being first branded.
This cup of water contains poison. I will get the
bottle the powder was taken from and have it
examined some time."
He quickly produced the bottle, and then after
answering several questions relative to it, led the
way out of the cave. Some of the miners of
course -wanted to make a thorough search for it,
which he permitted- them to do, waiting outside
for them. The result was that they came out,
bringing all the watches and jewelry with them,
and many other things that might prove of value.
Half an hour later all hands were back in the
camp in the centre of a big crowd right before the
door of Bill Bowers' saloon. The excitement ran
fever heat for a while. But finally Wild called
them sufficiently to get things going straight. A
party was sent out to bring in the bodies of the
two outlaws, so they might be inspected. But b~
fore this was done the stage-coach, which had
been repaired sufficiently to proceed, came in with
its passen~ers. There was a general rejoicing
then, as might be supposed. Not a man belonging to the secret band had escaped, so there was
nothing further for Young Wild West to do.
"We'll put this adventure down as the 'Death
Brand,' " Arietta said. as they were walking back
to the camp after it was all over.
•
"I reckon we had better call it 'Arleta's Great
Risk,' " Wild answered smilingly."
"Either way will do," dt!clared the scout.
"Hooray, hooray! Whoopee, whoopee! We're
bound to come out at the top of the heap every
time,"
- "Hip hi, hoolay!" chipped in Hop Wah.
I
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and ~hen handed the document to the police officer.
For an instant there was an appalling_stillness.
Cliff had half risen in bed, and his eyes flashed
--or - with the fire of honest resentment.
"The charge is false!" he cried. "Has it come
The ~y Who Was Honest
to this? Mm,t honesty meet with persecution'!
I am not guilty of that charge."
"That you will have the privilege of proving
in court," said the detective. "I am only doing my duty, sir. It is an unpleasant one."
"It is an outra~l" cried Morgan, with flushed
face. "No one hds a right to prosecute this boy
CHAPTER XV.-(Continued.)
but me. I make no charge against him.
Ferson went with them. Mrs. Thorley and Mr.
"You are wrong," replied the detective. "This
Morgan were left now with Cliff. As the banker warrant is served by the State, and is authorized
bent over his couch Cliff put out his hand and by the confession of two of the criminals who have
asked:
just been caught, and who implicate ±his young
"Did I do right, Mr. Morgan?"
man in the burglary."
"I believe you did, my boy. You have saved
It was an astounding statement. It fell upon
the from ruin. They may try to make out that the ears of all with resounding force. Mrs. Thoryou were in collusion with the thieves and have ley, faint and agonized, has sunk into a chair.
riow turned state's evidence to save yourself, Morgan, aghast, stared at the two officers. Cliff
but---"
was white, but calm.
"What?" cried Cliff, hotly. "How dare any one
"They implicate him?" repeated Morgan.
to do· such a thing as that. I have been on the
"Yes, sir. They have confessed all, and state
level right through, and I never did a dishonest that he went willingly with them to old Mag's
act in my life."
place. That he took the poison wlth suicidal enCliff felt the keenest distress. He had been tent, hoping to escape punishment for what he
sure of .,praise and well-merited ·credit for his had done."
clever strategy, but now he was held up as a
"Stop!" said Cliff, in a hollow voice. "Who are
scapegoat.
iliey~ .
"Mr. Morgan," he cried, earnestly, "not one
"One is Bill Sweeney, the bank cracksman. The
word of that story is true. I would have told you other is the notorious fence, old Mag."
all about Desmond's proposition to me if you had
Cliff gasped and clutched the bedclothes. He
been at the office. Perhaps I ought to have told saw at once how utterly he was at the mercy of
Ferson, but I feared to trust anybody. Since my his foes.
experience with Desmond, in the Carlton robbery,
They meant to drag him down and ruin him
I have learned that he has more :{lower than I by blackening his name forever. It was still the
could have, and that he is almost immune from work of the cunning Desmond.
the law on account of his political influence. I
By their confession Sweeney and the woman
dared not go to the police. They would haved Mag would hope to secure a lessening of their
laughed at my accusation against Desmond. I only sentence. Horror unspeakable seized upon Cliff.
thought of protecting you, sir. I want ·you to be- He saw the weird and awful possibilities that were
lieve that I acted on the level. I saved the docu- amassing against him.
ment for you, did I not? Is not that enough?"
He had a momentary vision of a prisoner's
Cliff's appeal plainly stirred the Wall Street,
dock. Of the preponderating evidence , against
magnate. He bent over and took Cliff's hand in him.
Of the judge's sentence, the awful prison
both of his.
walls and everlasting disgrace. A groan was
"My boy," he said, huskily, "I want you to wrung
froJ}'l him.
_,,,_, ·
know that I have absolute faith in you. I shall
"Oh, surely no one will believe this.. No one
not forget what you have done for me. We will
beat Desmond and Watson and all their criminal will charge me with a crime. I have done my
duty, and I have been honest. I am not guilty.
gang before we get through."
Cliff opened his mouth to speak, but just then a Mother, you don't believe it?"
"Never, my boy!" cried Mrs. Thorley, almost
nurse, accompanied, by one of the detectives and
a policeman, entered. The detective drew a doc- fiercely, facin~ the detective. "They shall not
take you to prison."
ument from his pocket.
"I am pained to assume this duty," said the de"I regret to say that I am entrusted with a
warrant, served by the State, for the arrest of tective, firmly, "but the warrant has been given
•
·
Clifford Hall, charged with implication in the me to serve and--"
"Not now," said .the nurse, advancing to the
burglary at Morgan & Company's office in Broad
street on the night of Thursday, the fifteenth of bedside and folding her arms. "No person in the
'the present month. Hall, you are under arrest!" world has a right to lay a finger on my patient
until our house doctor gives out the word for his
It was a thrilling moment.
discharge from this hospital. Until that time
comes he's my patient, and you can't take bin= ~
Now be off with your warrant and your burglary
CHAP'rER XVI.
charges. You're sending his temperature up every:
Under A Dark Cloud.
minute. Get out!"
It was a dramatic scene that was enacted at
The detective looked into the flushed face and
that moment in the little hospital ward. The de- steely blue eyes of the nurse and then stepped
tective read the warrant for Cliff Hart's arrest ba ck. He bowed an d said:
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"You are right, miss. I've served the warrant . late employe r, Edward
Morgan, regardin g his inAn officer will be stationed at the room door, nocence is quite
though, until the prisoner is able to be taken save the young remarka ble, but it will hardly
crook."
away. I wish you good-day ."
Cliff
at that moment as if his life had been
The detective took his leave. The plucky nurse lived forfelt
naught. It seemed to him as if he could
forced Cliff back upon the pillow and $ave him never
to live down this dreadful calumiou s
a soothing draught . Mrs. Tharley was wringm g charge·hope
against hirri. He was almost discoura ged.
her hands silently.
He was visited daily by Mr. Morgan and his
Through all the detective 's story Morgan had mother,
and once little Elsie was able to come to
remaine d a silent listener. He now spoke to the the hospital.
The little cripple cheered Cliff
nurse in a low tone.
gre_atly.
"Just one word of reassura nce to the patient,"
It was not likely that Cliff's trial would be
he said, "and then I will go."
called
many weeks yet. One day he found
The nurse stepped back. Morgan took Cliff's himselffor
able to leave the hospital, and was taken
ha;nd and said, earnestl y :
to the humble little flat which was now his home.
"My boy, you are really fighting my battle. I
There
was nursed tenderly by his mother
see the whole game now. It is Watson who is at and soon he
came back to health and strength again.
the bottom of all this. But we will triumph over
But Cliff's circumst ances now were found to be
our foes yet. Be assured of one thing. When you desperat
more way'{3 than one. His small savleave this hospital you are going to your own ings hade in
become entirely exhauste d. He must
home. No prison door shall open for you. I am look for employm
ent.
going out no~ to secure bail, and if it takes a ·
It was hardly in good taste for him to resume
million I will get it. Good-by."
his work in Mr. Morgan' s office. The milliona ire
Cliff gave a cry of joy.
insisted that he should do so.
"I don't care what anybody else thinks, Mr.
"You are not guilty, Cliff," said Mr. Morgan,
Morgan, " he cried, "if you will only believe me "'and your
position is always open to you. I will
innocent ."
YQU."
"I do most thorough ly," declared the railroad defend
But Cliff would not do this.
magnate . "Just wait, my boy. We will beat them
"When I am cleared I shall be glad to work for
yet. Good-by."
you,
Morgan, " he declared , "but until then I
For several days longer Cliff remaine d at the must Mr.
do somethin g else."
hospital . But no policema n remaine d on guard
"I fear that is foolish pride," said Morgan.
at his door.
Whether it was pride or principle , Cliff still reMr. Morgan gave bail in a large sum. This fused
to go back, and this led him to a desperat e
fact was commen ted upon by the newspap ers in point in
his fortunes .
an article which Cliff was allowed to read, and
He could not secure employm ent. Nobody would
which he felt sure was inspired by Desmond . Thus even
listen to him. It seemed as if the world was
it read:
cold and bitter toward him.
"It is a fact worthy of notice that the daring turned
roamed the streets day after day. It was
young accompli ce of Bill Sweeney , the cracks- theHesame
man and his gang, Clifford Hall, who is at pres- told flatly story of denial. In many cases he was
that his characte r was not good enough.
ent in Bellevue Hospital , still seems to hold the
But he did not yield to depressi on or to disconfidence of his betrayed employe r, Edward Mor- couragem
ent. Neither did he grow sullen and
gan.
misanthr opic, as so ma~y in liis present position
"This is a case with hardly a parellel. After have
done.
opening his employe r's safe and abstract ing ~
"My tiine will come," he said, resolutel y. "I
valuable documen t for a blind to the real pur- k~p
puse of burglary , he disappea rs with five thou- I will my head above the tide so long as life lasts.
be honest and on the level, even if I starve."
sand dollars and goes direct to the den of old
day_he came to a halt after a long walk
Mag, the most notoriou s female crook and fence 0nOne
the wharf of a great steamshi p company in
in New York. Here undoubt edly the gang ren- West
i;;treet. He sat down for a moment on a box
Bezvoused after the robbery. That young Hall and watched
the busy stevedor es at their work.
was left in the lurch by his accompli ces is adFrom his position he could look down under the
mitted by them in their confessio n. The desper- piling
at~ characte r of Hall is revealed by his clumsy a bLiatof the whart through an aperture . He saw
with a single occupan t slide under the
attempt to poison him&elf, when repentan ce and
fear of capture overtook him. The story he now wharf.
It was quickly tethered to a timber and the
tells of being kidnapp ed the detective s accept as rower,
a stout and sturdy youth with flaxen hair
the :flimsiest SgiFt of a yarn to clear himself.
and Teutonic visage, reached out and swung him"It will be .recalled that Hall is the young self up over the edge of the wharf.
grocer's clerk who, in complici ty with Fitzgera ld,
Cliff turned and looked into his face. There
the butler, is suspecte d of having stolen Mrs. was instant recogniti
on.
Carlton' s gems, a crime which was never fully
"Gottlie b!" exclaime d Cliff.
proved. In this case a remarka ble phase of his
characte r developed when he rushed out uifon the
street and accused our genial politicia n of upper
N ew York, Mr. Dal Desmond , of the crime. DesCHAPT ER XVII.
1'JU>nd had been engaged in conversa tion with PaGottlieb' s Story.
liceman Clark and was neveJ." anywher e near the
scene of the robbery.
I t was indeed the German boy in the best of
" I t is hoped that Hall will ge!r a merited sen- health and spirits. With
a joyful cry he greeted
tence in Sin~ Sing. The hallucin ation of his Cliff.

,
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"Ach himm-el, I vos glad!" he cried. "I tink me
of you so many times dat I vants to see you very
bad."
"I should say so," · cried Cliff. "You know
where I live. Why haven't you been up to see me?
I thought you had gone back on me, Gottlieb."
"Nein!" cried the German boy. "Never so long
as I vos alive. You vos mine friendt. I like you
as you vos mine own brudder."
"What have you been doing all this while, Gott,
lieb ?"
"Vot I been doing? Ach ! I vos been back home
to Shermany."
"To Germany!" gasped Cliff. "You surprise
me. Why did you go ba ck there ?"
Gottlieb shrugged his shoulders.
"I vos get a job on der Fuerst Bismarck," he
said. "I vork in der cabin, an' ven I gets to Shermany I goes to see mine folks in Carlstadt. Dot
vos lucky for me, for I find dat mine uncle vos
dead and leave me his fortune, many thousand
dollars. I haf vot you call in America five thou- ·
sand dollars. How vos dat?"
"Five thousand dollars!" exclaimed Cliff. "Gottlieb, you are in luck. I am glad; but what will
·
you do with this money?"
"I vos go into business and get rich,"• replied
the German boy. "Yah. I vos get a partner,,"
cried Gottlieb. "Vot you say to dat? Vill you
·
be my partner?"
Cliff's eyes grew moist. He looked ·at Gottlieb
through a mist. The real earnestness and true
friendship of the German boy overcame him.
"Gottlieb," he said, finally, "when you know the
truth perhaps you will not care to have me for
·
•
a partner."
Gottlieb looked at him wonderingly. Then he
placed a hand on Cliff's arm.
"You vos in trouble?"
"Yes," replied Cliff. "I have been in deep trouble since I saw you-. last, Gottlieb. . Yes, and in
disgrace. I don't believe I have many friends, in
•
New York."
Gottlieb drew a deep br~th and ran one hand
up through his shock of tow hair. He squared
his heavy shoulders and said:
"Maybe it vos dat Desmond some more? Maybe
he say you vos steal dat lady's diamonds?"
"It is Desmond's work, all right, Gottlieb," replied Cliff, "but this time it was another matter.
Sit down here and I will tell ·you all about it. I
feel that you are my friend, and that you will at
least sympathize with me."
And Cliff told the big-hearted German boy the
while story of his trouble. Gottlieb listened with
1·apt attention.
He could not conceal his indignation. He
snapped his fingers and sno~ted angrily, and when
Cliff had finished he cried in a spontaneous way:
"Ach, dat vos a dark game. Dal Desmond vos
a bad man all around. But you vill beat him,
Cliff. By gracious, I vill help you. I vill spend
all my money--"
"No, you won't, Gottlieb," said Cliff; "but now
'
you can understand why I cannot go into business with you. I may not be cleared at my trial,
and may have to go to prison."
Cliff's voice broke. Indeed, it seemed to him as
if his case was quite hopeless. The future looked
dark indeed.
Gottlie'b ' then told his story in detail. After

falling heir to his forture .in Germaney he had
sailed for the United States. He had just come
off the steamer and, lingering about the wharves,
had humored his f;.i.ncy for a boat ride on the
river.
"I wantyou to come up to see motl!,er and Elsie,
Gottlieb," cried Cliff. "They will be glad to see
you. Then we can have a good talk."
"I shall be very glad," agreed Gottlie}:). "Your
mother vos very kind to me. I nefer fotget dem
times when we vork for P eter Schwartz."
"Poor Mr. Schwartz," said Cliff. "He was my
friend."
The two boys now left the wharf. Gottlieb had
brought no luggage with him from Germany save
a small bag, which he stopped at the pier to get.
His money was in the form of a foreign draft,
and he carried it in his pocket. He showed it to
Cliff, who excl~imed:
"Gottlieb, you had better deposit that in a New
York bank at once. You might :Wse it or be
robbed."
"I vill," agreed Gottlieb. "I go mit you tomorrow."
The boys took an uptown car. They talked
busily all the while. Gottlieb told of his ambition to become a solid business man in the new
country of America.
"I vos buy me a store at vonce," he declared.
"You an' I vill be partners, Cliff. I want you for
mine partner."
"Indeed, I would be honored," said Cliff. "If I
had .an equal amount of money--"
"Ach, I furnish der money. You furnish der
Yankee experience, an' we call dat even. Yah?"
"That would hardly be equal," said Cliff, "but
perhaps I could borrow that amount of capital."
He thought of Mr. Morgan. He felt sure the
banker would back him in any enterprise.
· When Manhattan avenue was reached the boys
left the car: They had just reached the stairway
of the tenement when both were given a start.
At the foot of the stairs stood Desmond. The
politician did not offer to move aside. He was
chewing a big cigar. He sported a fancy waistcoat and a huge diamond in his shirt-front.
He looked at the boys with an1 nsolent grin.
"Well," he chuckled, "here's a pretty pair of ye.
Where's you come from, Dutchy? You don't keep
very good company, do you?"
G-Ottlieb's brow wrinkled and his blue eyes
snapped. Cliff was a little pale, but rigid.
"Stand aside, Dal Desmond!" he said, coldly.
"We want to pass."
Desmond coolly struck a match.
"Oh, you do, eh? Who the dickens ever heard
of you? Going to push me around, eh? Well, I
,
don't think."
"We want to go up those stairs.'t
"Eh? Suppose I said you couldn't go up those
'
stairs? What then?"
•
Gottlieb ,doubled up his tremendous fists.
"Min~ gracious, you tink you vos going to stop
me? I vill show you."
"Look out," •said Desmond, coolly. "I'm ruler
in this 'ere ward."
"Ach, himmel! I .don't care who you vos alretty," cried Gottlieb. "You vos a liar an' a blackleg. I vos punch your head mit two seconds
more.''
(To

be continued.)
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INTERESTING ARTICLES
AUTOS KILL 656 IN MONTH
Deaths due to automobile operation reported
from seventy-eigh t of the larger cities in the
l:ountry numbered 656 durl_ng the four weeks
ending Oct. 9.
This figure, the Commerce Department announced today, is the largest reported in any like
period since the collection of the figures was begun, nearly two years ago.

FAN

WITH EIGHT PISTOLS TRIES TO
BORROW AUTO TO SEE SERIES
Worcester police believe they haVte captured the
world's most ardent baseball fan, who, armed
with eight pistols and $14 in cash, attempted, they
say, to borrow a powerful automobile during the
world series to reach the Yankee Stadium in time
for the second game. The young man, who gave
the name of Edmond Landry, 20, told the police
he planned to p~wn the revolvers when he reached
N.ewYork.
,. ri..RGEST AND BEST JAIL IS PROPOSED
FOR CHICAGO
Cook County plans to have one of the biggest
and best jails in the United States in connection
with a new Criminal Courts building and a structure for the housing of jurors, all at a cost of
$7,500,000.
The voters have authorized a bond issue of
$4,500,000 for the project. At the election on
Nov. 2 an additional bond issue of $3,000,00~ was
voted on. No organized op,Position to this bond
issue has appeared.
The site is in the grounds of the qld House of
Correction at T wenty-sixth street and. California
Avenue. The Criminal Courts building will be in
front-seven stories high, but, because of lofty
ceilings, about as tall as a twelve-story office
~lding. It will accommodate fourteen courts.

GIRLS AifoPTED BY SHE-WOLF RESCUED
FROM ANIMAL'S DEN
Two little "wolf-girls" were found recently living in a wolf's den near an isolated village in
Ben.iral. British India. The story is told by the
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Westminster Gazette, which received it from India, vouched for by the Rev. Jal Singh, of Midnapur, Bengal, and Bishop Pakenham Walsh, of
Bishop's College, Calcutta. ·
Signh told Bishop Walsh of his discovery of a
wolf den in which were several wolf cubs and two
girls about two and eight years of age, both ·exceedingly fierce, running on all fours, uttering
guttural barks and living like wolves. The supposition was that they were abandoned as babies
and adopted by the she-wolf.
With much difficulty the children were rescued,
but the younger died soon afterward. The elder
is now at the orphanage. She fought fiercely
against wearing clothes. For a time she refused
to be washed an.d ate with hei,- month in a dish.
Eventually she was taught to use her hands and
say a few words. She neither cries nor laughs,
but is gentle with animals, preferring the
pany of dogs to children.

com-

LAUG HS
O'Hoolan-Wake up, Dinnis. For th' love av
St. Pathrick ! Phat was yez groanin' ·an' moanin' so for in yer sleep? O'Callahan (dazed)Och I Sure, Oi was dreamin' Oi had troide to
umpire a football game.
Beggar-Wo n't yer help a da;ervin' man, madam? Mrs. Hardart-A deservin~ man, eh?
Beggar-Y es'm. Don't I look like one? Mrs.
Hardart-We ll, you certainly look as if you'd deserve anything that might happen to you.
"Mr. Smith," spoke up the young lawyer, "I
came here as a representativ e of your neighbor,
Tom Jones, with th~
· · n to collect a debt
due him." "I congratulate you," a:r;iswered Mr.
Smith, "on obtaining so permanent a job at such
an early stage in your career."
"In all my life," said she, with a sigh, "I have
seen only one man that I would care to marry."
"Did he look like me?" he carelessly asked. Then
she flung herself into his arms and wanted to
know what secert power men possess that enables
them to tell when thev are loved.
Clarence, aged five, had been severely pun-ished by his parents for disobedience, and the
next day, without saying a word to anY,one. he
called at the office of the family legal advfaer,
who happened to be a particular friend &f the
little fellow. "Well, Clarence," said the man of
the law, after shaking hands, "what can I do for
you?" "Please, Mr. Brown," said Clarence, "I
want to _get a divorce front" our family."
A black pastor in a church in Texas got a present of an umbrella from his congregation , but .t he
following Sunday someone stole it. The pastor
did not know who stole it, but when addressing
the · congregation he said he knew who took it, but
1 he did not wish to expose
the thief before the congregation, and if the culprit wo'uld throw it over
his garden wall that night he would say no more
about it. He was surprised the following morning when he could not open his back door for umbrellas.
·

'
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m1;1rder I could not see any l'elation between the
cnme and the will my father's rich relative had
made in his favor. Later I saw it all.
Later a ~errible suspicion, which five years' labor had failed to prove or disprove, had arisen in
By KIT CLYDE
my mind.
These were the facts: After my father's death
The clear, silvery light of the moon fell upon the r<llative, John Parker, who had made the wili
the earth, and the illumination of the nocturnal in my father's favor, died a natural death. Thereluminary rendered objects almost as light as upon, one Foster Traylee, who had been John
·
day.
P~rker's. secretary for some years, produced a
I was seated upon a stile at the end of the will leavmg all to himself.
This was a surprise. No one supposed Traylee
village of Medford, Mass, to which I had gone for ·
was to be the heir. But his right could not be
my summer vacation.
The hour was close upon midnight. Profound disputed, since the will he produced was undoubtsilence reigned. The solemn stillness impressed edly genuine, and the witnesses to the document
me, and my thoughts became grove. To my proved it so.
It was dated Prior to the time my father had
mind returned the memory of one summer's night
five years ago, when I was new in the detective told me of the will, and I suspected that Foster
Traylee had destroyed the will in my father's
profession.
That never-to-be-forgotten night was one like favor. But why should my father's death have
thJs. From that time I had been a changed man. been necessarv . to the success of this villain's
It was near the close of the summer when I scheme? I asked myself.
Mentally I had decided that Traylee ~vas a ·
was awakened in my father's house by a wild
scoundrel.
scream. It came from the library.
I felt a premonition, too, that when the mysWhen I retired I left my father there.
I sprang up. To throw on my clothes was the tery of my father's murder was solved he would
turn out to be the guilty party. But how to prove
work of a moment. I reached the library.
Oh, ' horror! What an awful sight! There, his guilt? That was the question that had puzupon the floor, lay my father stone dead. He zled me for five years.
As I sat upon the stile reviewing all this, the
haa been stabbed. The blade had reached his
night of which I am writing, the clock in the vilheart.
The assassin had fled. He left no trail. Not lage steeple struck midnight.
As the last stroke died away, the sound of
the slightest clew to ·his ,identity could be disvoices from beyond a hedge came distinctly to
covered.
The motive for the crime was unknown. The my ears. The first word chained my attention.
"Then, after all, you refuse, Foster Traylee?"
whole affair was mysterious. My father was
generally liked. · He was a poor man. But he said a female voice.
_ "To make you my wife, yes," replied a man.
had "exceptions." A certain uncle. One of those
"Very well; then your wealth shall vanish I"
rich old fellows, wa> seem to labor under the
mental hallucination· that they can take their cried the woman.
"What mean you?" was the rejoinder.
money with them to the other world, had made a
I was certain of the voice now. It was Foster
will in my father's favor.
My father had seen the will. He had assured Traylee.
I slid from the stile and crept to the hedge.
me of this.
Over it I peered. I saw a man and a woman.
Moreover, he congratulated himself, as was
natural, on his prospective good fortune.
The ~ormer I at once recognized as Traylee, for
He had talked of the matter. The neighbors the light of the moon revealed his hard, cynical
.
face quite distinctly.
knew of it.
The woman was to me a stranger. I could not
But I could not at the time, see how the will
of my father's uncle could furnish a motive for remember that I had ever seen her before. She
was tall and slender. Her face was pale, but
this murder.
He was. dead at midnight, though, and over beautiful. As I scanned her closely I observed
his dead body I took a solemn oath to-hupt down that she had a bold and resolute expression.
"I mean that I will deprive you of the wealth
his assassin, be he whom he might, and bring
you have acquired."
him to justice.
The 11ight of which l am writing, as I have,
"Take care!" Traylee hissed. "I am a dangersaid, my mind was full of this terror, as was ous man, and you forget you killed him, not I."
"I forget nothing; but the price of Bryon
natural, since Medford was my old home, and
all the associations tertded to recall the terrible Thayer's blood .I will have!" retorted the woman.
Bryon Thayer was my father's name. Mine is
crime that had made me an orphan.
Five yeary years had passed. Five years of James Thayer.
"Fool that I am! Foster Traylee, I l ove youtoil. I had won fame. From ocean to ocean . I
was known as a successful detective. But I had love you in spite of myself; you must keep· your
the womari went on.
promise,"
not kept the solemn vow I had made.
"I refuse to marry you. I'll settle a sum of ~
I had as yet utterly failed. All my efforts were
fruitless. I could not solve the mystery of my , monev on you, but my wife you shall never be,"
father's murder I had engaged the shrewdest fer- i-eplied Traylee.
"Then to James Thayer I'll send the last will
rets in the land. I had spared no pain, no labor,
and vet the .end was naught, and · the sleuth- ·of John Parker, making Bryon Thayer or his
heirs the possessors of the fortune you unjustly
hounds of the law were baffled.
As I have said, at the very time of my father's hold," hissed the woman.

Death At Midnight
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"Great heavens, you have that will!" cried
Traylee. "I missed it the very night you killed
Thayer."
"Yes. I have that will, and here it is!" cried
the woman triumphantly, and. she held up a legallooking document.
With a bound and a movement so sudden that
it surprised the woman, Traylee snatched J t from
her hand and bounded away with a mocking
laugh.
.
' "Laugh you fiends, but those laugh loudest
who laugh last! The Vocalis were bandits in Italy
for a hundred years, and outlaws in America
ever. Brigitta Vocali will prove to you that cunning is the winning card, and heaven bear witness to mv oath to thwart that rascal yet!" cried
the woman.
I was about to rush forward when I heard a
step behind me.
I turned. but too late to save myself from a
cowardlv foe.
I saw a tall. swarthy Italian. and the next moment a slun.11:shot descended upon my head.
I fell senseless.
· The blow had once deprived me of consciousness.
When I recovered I was alone.
The moon had vanished.
The night had become dark.
~ I arose, bound up my head and made my way to
the village.
At last I knew the assassin of my father, and
it was now my purpose to arrest the Italian woman and her ~ccomplice.
I also desired. of course, above all things, to
gain possession of the last will of John Parker,
for it would make me the heir of all the fortune
of which he died possessed.
I hurried homeward.
On my way I ,Passed the depot.
I saw a man enter it.
It was almost time for the night express for
Boston to arrive.
I fancied that the man was T raylee.
I followed him.
In the depot I discovered that I had made a
mistake; the man was not Traylee, but the
swarthl' Italian who had struck me down.
.
He ioined a closely veiled woman. I suspected
"sne was the woman I had heard acknowledge the
murder of my father.
Presentlv the train rushed into the station.
The Italian and the womaI) boarded it.
I followed them.
The Italian left the woman in a coach and retired to the smoker.
I approached the woman.
She leaped to her feet.
Her .v eil fell from her face and I staggered
back as I beheld the features of Marian Mortell,
a young lady of the village, who was my affianced
wife.
Mv hat and cane dropped from my hand as I
exclaimed:
"Marian. vou here? Great heavens, what does
is mean? Who was the man who came with
you?"
Marian was pale and as much astonished as
myself.
- Hurriedly she made the following explanation:
.The Italian had come to her with a note pur-
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porting to be from me, saying I was dying in Boston and praying her to come to me.
She did not know I was in the village, for I
had arrived that night.
Foster Traylee had sou,ght to make her his wife
and she had refused him, so we bQth suspected he
had sent the Italian. and that it was his purpose
to decoy Marian into his power.
A moment later there was a terrible crash.
We were thrown to the floor of the car which
rocked violently, and then became stationa:cy with
a violent crash.
I leaped up, raised Marian, and we dashed from
the car.
We discovered that our train had telescoped afreight train.
'
The first three cars were ruined, and the pas•
sengers killed or wounded.
Passing among them, I heard a groan.
Looking down, I saw the Italian woman.
She was dying.
She recognized me.
•
"You are James Thayer, the detective, and before I die I want to avenge myself on Foster
Traylee. I killed your father to gain possession •
of the last will of John Parker, for it was in
your father's keeping, though you knew it not.
For this deed of blood Trayle had promised to
make me his wif'e, but, suspecting his good faith,
I stole the will for which I had committed murder
from him. I made a copy of it. Tonight I exhibited to him the copy. He snatched it . away.
But I have the original. and here it is."
Thus speaking, the Italian woman placed the
will in my hands.
Five minutes later she was dead.
She had in death avenged herself,
Next dav I arrested Foster Traylee, and he
was promptly consigned to prison as an accessory .
before the fact to the murder of my father.
I found no difficulty in esta"blishing the validity
of the will which had come into my J?OSsession in
so .strange a way, and at last the mystery of my
f ather's murder was cleared up.
It came out that, before making the will in my·
father's favor. John Parker had really made the
will in favor of Trayle which that rascal had
produced.
·
Something had caused Parker to change his
mind, and make the will in my father's favor
later. _
Traylee was punished to the full extent of the
law.
The Iatlian who struck me down proved to be
an ally of Traylee's, who had been engaged to
decov Marian into that rascal's power, as we suspected.
Marian became my bride soon after I came into
possession of John Parker's' fortune.

RABBIT GETS BEST OF SNAKE IN FIGHT
Joe Yates reports a new style of snake story.
He says that while at work on a farm he heard
a commotion in the nearby pasture. - He found
the racket was .caused by a rabbit and a snake
four of five feet long.
Yates says the hare and snake rolled down the
hill together, fighting as they went, with the rabbit apparently getting the best of ·the combat•
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CURRENT NEWS
STAR MICE CATCHER
That Mrs. Margaret Chambers of Contact, Nev.,
is the champion mouse catcher of the world would
seem to be beyond dispute. By actual count Mrs.
Chambers has caught 265 mice in five weeks, using
a pan of water as a trap.
101-YEAR-OLD SHEIK VISITS BEST GIRL, 104
Gustavius H. Namon, of Williams, Okla. is 101
years old, but not too old to retain an interest in
his girl friends.
In fact, Mr. Namon is now on the way to Kentucky for a visit with his "best girl," who is 104.
He sees and hears well and claims the honor of
being the second oldest Mason in the United
States.
RUTH, BY LOSING 36 BASEBALLS, BREAKS
Ul\ GAME IN MONTREAL
Babe Ruth stopped a perfectly good ball game
at Montreal recently when, knocking thirty-six
balls out of the grounds, he forced the game to be
called shortly after the start of the ninth inning
because the management had no more spheres.
Ruth enjoyed a Roman holiday to the delight of
3,000 fans, who braved a chilling wind to see the
home-run hero's mighty bat give .Guybourg a 4
to 3 victory over Beaurivage. Ruth was accompanied- by Urban Shocker. Ruth's performance
included two home · runs. He also played shortstop, first base, pitched and umpired.
GHOST IN PITTSBURG CHURCH
"CAPTURED"
The "ghost that walked" in the Walton
Methodist Protestant Church has been laid permanently.
A crowd . muttered uneasily and fingered stones
in frorit of the church. A hooded spectre appeared
to pass back and forth in the light of a tall window. This was the ,explanation:
A store across the street from the church has a
copper screen door. Every time the screen was
opened and shut the light from the street arc was
reflected in _th_e church window .and the "ghost"
fluttered to its post.
$670 FOR HAWAIIAN STAMP
The highest price paid this seasoa for a postage
stamp at public sale was given recently at the Collectors' Club, New York, when a professor of Yale
University paid $670 for one of the famous missionary stamps of Hawaii, issued in 1851. It was
of the 5-cent variety, blue, and was canceled in
red, leaving the design much clearer than is usually the case with the customary black cancellation.
in perfect condition, the stamp is valued in the
Standard catalogues at $1,000.
J. C. Morgenthau; who did not care to give the
buyer's name, said it was the first time in this
country that this variety of the Hawaiian Missionary stamp had been sold at auction. Another
high price, at the same sale, was $205 paid for a
particularly fine copy of the United States pro:i;>rietary revenue $5 stamp of the 1871 issue. This
is the highest price at which a copy of that value
has .ever been sold for at auction.,

$900 PAID FOR HALF OF A POSTAGE
STAMP
Stamp collectors · were much interested in the
sale for $900 recently of a United States postag~
stamp of the first series issued by the Post .Office
Department. A New York capitalist was the purchaser and the price was a record.
The stamp w.a s found recently among a package of dusty documents in the Goverr!Rlent archives at Washington. It was issued in 1847, after
the discontinuance of the practice of individual
Postmasters printing their own ranking labels,
and is a ten-cent blue, on bluish paper, bearing
a portrait of Washington.
Ordinarily this is not an uncommon stamp, but
this specimen was one used as a half stamp and
prepaying only 5 cents postage. It had been cut
horizontally and consequently paid postage to only
half its face value, thus enhancing its philatelic
worth many times over.
At the Collector's Club, No. 3-0 East Fortysecond street, it was said recently the price paid
for this stamp is the highest on record. Among
the nearest approaches to this figure was when a
Yale professor paid $670 last April for one of the
famous missionary stamps of Hawaii, issued in
.,
1851.
Two stamps were also sold at the Collectors'
Club last April which brought $890 and $840 respectively. But they wete not of th,e Government
issue, but had been issued by the Postmaster of
Brattleboro, Vt., in 1846. Their value was enhanced by the fact that they were both cancelled
and· on the original envelopes.
CHARACTER WARPED
Children whose characters • are strangely
warped as a result of the European sleeping
sickness have crippled brains and may be classed
with crippled children, even though they have no
visible deformity of body.
This new idea in dealing with the serious aftereffects of sleeping sickness is proposed by Miss
Helvi Haahti, a Finnish psyclriarist who has been
conducting tests at the Institute of Juvenile Research of Illinois, says Science Magazine.
The number of children who are left by this
disease with overpowering desires to steal, -commit sex offenses, lie and run away from home is
sufficient to make them a serious social problem,
but most cities have made no special provision
for their education or retraining.
The chief problem is _to re-establish- the child;s
good physical and mental habits, which were destroyed duripg the acute stage of the disease,
Miss Haahti states. Typical physical bad habits
of these children are a peculiar gait, and jerky,
awkward movements of the arms, which indicate
the same lack of self-control that leads them to
fall into violent rages or to steal money from a
neighbor.
She finds that "the question which has not yet
been sufficiently answered is whether these g~habits can be re-established by careful habit
training over· a long period of time, or whethei:
the nerve paths were permanently destroyed by
the disease so that retraining would not be possible." ·
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BRIEF BUT POINTED
FURN ACE FUMES HURT BOOKS
The gaseous products set afloat by the family
furnace are likely to have a corrosive action on
the book bindings in the family library. According to experiments conducted at the ~ureau. of
Chemistry, the products of combustion which
pollute the air in large cities ~av:e a very _deteriorating· effect on the leather bmdmgs. This may
be counteracted by applying various dressings,
either while the leather is being made or when
the book is bound.
STERILIZING BY OXYGEN
Bacteria can be killed by oxygen-if the pressure is made strong enough. By means of this
discovery,. Dr. L . . R. Cleveland of the Harvard
University Medical School has devised a method
for sterilizing and preserving fruit juices without
injuring their delicate flavors. He uses the ordinary commercial oxygen gas, sold in cylinders
for welding and other industrial purposes, and
he says he can kill germs . and other microorganisms, by using this oxygen, in from twelve
_hours to five days.
ELEPHANT RICKETS
How would you cure an elephant of rickets?
The London Zoo authorities have been up
against that problem and they have turned to
ultra-violet rays after finding that surgical boots
did not straighten the bent, weak bones well
•
enough.
For five minutes daily the elephant is drenched
with ultra violet rays from a powerful mercury
vapor lamp. His further treatment includes daily
massage with cocoanut oil and a diet of oranges,
grapes apd bananas, biscuits and two buckets of
·
condensed milk.
LIGHT RAYS TRACK THIEVES
Ultra-violet rays are tracking down ' burglars
in Berlin now, since it has been found that tiny
--;;i ireds of cloth that have been dyed will "light
up" vividly when the rays are turned on them.
Often a burglar, in making his escape will leave
behind some very _small threads which have become detached through the incidental rubbing of
bis clothes against doors or window frames. If
the cloth has been dyed, the ultra-violet rays will
·cause it to i:eveal its identity more clearly, so
that it may be compared with the suits in possession of the suspected persons.
Diamond fakers, too, must beware of the ultraviolet light. Genuine diamonds, when exposed to
these rays, will light up and take on the appearance of beautiful blue lamps, while faked diamonds will remain lifeless and dull. •

tional Physical Laboratory have been able to find
out how such noises can be dissipated and blocked
.
off.
- ?-'h~y constructed a m?del tank comprising the
prmc1ples of construction of the surrounding
buildings, including a hangar. Wave-lengths in
water to the same scale as the sound waves were
produced by ripples. By photographing these
ripples it was possible to detect the effect of the
various obstacles. In this way shielding effects
were worked out by which it is possible to place
accurately; on the flying field parallel "plates" or
sound screens, thus doing away with much noise
disturbance.
OATMEAL CONTROVERSY
Bitter protests from Scotchmen and other
lovers of cereal breakfast foods have met the
publication recently of a short article concerning certain properties in oatmeal alleged to
be detrimental by no less an authority than Prof.
Mellanby, F. R. S., of Sheffield University, England. The misunderstanding on the part of readers was unfortunately due to careless use of the
word "poison," which, when employed scientifically carries none of the sensational significance
commonly attached to it. Thus, if a food has even
one constituent that can be construed as detrim~nta_l i~ rel11;tion to the the~ry _the particular
scientist IS trymg to prove he 1s liable to dub it
as "poisonous" and let it go at that. All the
Seotcq and the innumerable other adherents of
oatmeal for breakfast may rest easy. It isn't poisonous.
Furthermore, the theory set forth by Prof. Mellanby is entirely his own. Its publication has
roused opposition, even vituperation, among other
food specialists. There is the further evidence of
the health of all the Scotch-if :porridge were
poisonous, where would Scotland be?

NO SKULL "CRIME SPOTS"
Operations on the skull to remove the cause of
cri_m_e are unwarranted medical practice, in the
opm1on of .Dr. Shepherd I. Franz, psychologist in
the University of California and expert on the re•
education of the damaged brain.
The supposition that a bony protuberance of the
cranium or some malformation due to accident
may press on the brain and be the specific cause
of wrongdoing is rejected by Dr. Franz, says
Scientific American .
. E~tended experiments in brain operation have
convmced Dr. Franz that the upper brain structure works gene.rally as a whole and not in specialized departments. Damage or pressure on one
spot does not throw any one faculty out of commis~ion, nor does any single faculty or sense belong solely to o~ unique location. Removal or
• destruction of a small special brain area will
NOISE SHIELDS
ser~ously upset the entire mental function, but the
The terrific poise that will result from a num- p_atien~ can be re-educated to perform all his duber of commuting airplane expresses starting to ties with. other cerebral material. Upon this astake off at the same time in the future days when . sumption immorality or crime tendency is likely
commuters will ride in planes, may not be so ter- to be a feature of the entire cerebrum, and not the
rific after all. By studying the effects of ripples result of some one peculiar formation at some
in a tank of water, scientists at the British Na- part of the head.

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They cdlltaln
Valuable Information on Almost
Every Subject.
No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STU!U1."
8rEAKER.-Cont11ining a vnried nssortmcnt of stump
speeches, N<>grn. DntC'h and Irish. A !so end men's jokes.
No. 44. HOW TO WRITE JN AN ALBUJ\1.-A grnnd
eollcC'tion of Album Verses suitab le for any time and
nccaslon; em bracing Lines of Love, Affection. Sentiment,
Humor. ReS'J)ect, and Condolence; also Verses Suitablo
for Valentines and Weddings.
No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS. -A complete nnd
handy little book , giving the rules 11nd full directions
•or plnying Euchre. Cribbage, Casino; Forty-five,
Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch. All
l~ours, and many other popular gamPR of cards.
No. 58. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wond<>rlul
little hook. telling you how to write to yo1,Jr sweethe9.rt.
~·our father, mother .. sister, brother. employer; and In
fact everyhody and anybody you wish to write to.
No. 55. HOW TO COT,LECT STAMPS AND COINS.-

Containing valtrnhle information regarding the collecting and arranging of stamps and coins. Handsomely
illustrated.
No. 57.

HOW TO, JIIAKE )l{USICAL IN~TRm[J;:NTS.

-Full directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither •
.~ eolian Harp, Xylophone and other musical instrumentR;
togeth<>r with a brief description of nearly every musical lnstruIT\ent used in ancient or modern times. Protusely Illustrated.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By Old King
Brady, the wt>ll-known detective. In which he lays
,!own some valuable rules for beginn<>rs, and also relates 'some adventures of well-known detectives.
No. 6L HOW TO BECOJIIE A BOWLER.-A complet'l
manual of bowling. Containing full instructions for
playing all the standard American and Gerrrtnn games;
together with rules and systems in use by the principal
howling clubs.
No. 64. HOW TO JIIAKE ELECTRICAL JIIACHINES.
-Containing fuIJ directions for making electrical ma•
chines, induction coils, dynamos. and many novel to~·s
:Su~!r:~1<ed by electricity. By R. A. R. Bennett. E:_ufly
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No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OF-HAND.-Contnln1ng over fifty of the latest and best tricks nsed by ma•

1238

"

1239 "
ll'icians. Also containing the secret of second sight.
·
Fully Illustrated
No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.

ru~ :

HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUJIIDERS.-

1242 "

-Embracing all of the latest and most deceptive card
tricks. with lllustrations.
No. '73.

f;howing many curious tricks with figurPs and the
magic of number-s. By A. Anderson. Fully Illustrated.

No. '74, HOW TO WRTTE LETTERS CORRECTLY.Containing full instructions for writing letters on al-

•nost any subject: also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.
No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.

A1,,!ffun~~ot Flat; or. The J'oke That Made a
Trapped by Greasen; or, Arletta and th&
Secret Passage
Government Contract; or~ Arietta and the Pon1
Express.
Big Round-Up: or, The Champion Roper of tha
B. B. Ranr.h.
Twf'lv<> Shots: or, Arietta and the Raiders.
a:;l i>~~ti.olden Image; or, Lured to tbe Valley
Balking a Raid; or, Ariet,ta's Leap for Liberty.
Hunting in the Sierras; or. Arietta and the
Cinnamon Bear.
SH,·ing thP Block-hons&; or, Arietta and tho
Allies Attack.
and the ;Redskin Traitor; or, The Siege in the
' Snn cl Hills.
Holding a Herd: or, Arietta's Fiery Rnce
n~~n~~~ Ten Cow-Punchers; or, Besting a Bad

1220 "
1221 "

HOW TO DO ELECTRTOAL TRJCRS.-C<Jn•

No. 67.

taining a large collection of Instructive and hlghlj
amusing electrical tricks, together with illustrations. 131
A. Anderson.

'
the Chasm.
and the Reckles~ Regulars; or, Saving a Compnny of Cavnlry.
"Busting" a Show; or, Arletta and the Act¥
Locating a Lode; or, The Orphans ot Bowle
Bar.
anJnti~im!~~ncho Boss; or, Catching a Cratty

1243

"

1244

u

1245

"

Dividing the Gold: or. Settling a Claim Dispute
After the Trail Thieves; or, Arietta's Round:
Up.
And the Pawnee Paleface; or, The Old Hunter's
SPcr<'t .
Racing a Flood; or, Arietta Shooting the
•
R apids
and "Pinto Peter"; or, The Fight at Buckhorn
R anC'h.
Escaping Death; or, Arietta's Fi!ty Mlle Raes.
Lost on the Desert; or, The Luck a Sand Storm
Brought.
And the Jlroken Gun; or, Arietta's Quick Wit
F,i,'it~~~fh'~h0utt\'rboys; or, The Doom ot the
aS~e!t~':, l??ea;~s.Dip; or, Arietta Fighting the
And "Tarantula Tom"; or, The Worst "Bad
Man" In Arizona.
a;dcJ:: Silent Six; or, Arietta•~ Round-Up tn
aS:ttl~~~oken Bow" ; or,

The

Siege

ot the

Gathering Gold; or, Ari<>tta's Wonderful Find
His Skill: or. The Shoot-Up at "Show:
Am o ng the Apaches; or, Arietta and the Death
Pit.
and the Government Detective· or Tracking a
'
•
Tricky Tb;ef
On the Clitfs; or, Arietta's Desperate

sig~;,~l!

Cc!i'l~ i~
1

and the Ranchman's Boy; or, The Sheep Herder's RevPnge.
and the Rivnl Outfits; or, Arietta's Fight On
.
th(' CattlP Range.
With the Cavalry; or, The Fight at ne11r Pass
l<~r:~.g a Fortune; or, Arietta and the Flooded

--Containing rules for teIJing fortunes by the aid of
lines 9f the hand. or the secret of palmistry. Also the
secret of telling future events by aid of mole, marks,
scnrs. etc. lllustrat<>d.

1246 "

CARDS.-Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performrd by leading coojurers and magicians.
No. 79. UOW TO BECOJl[E AN ACTOR.-Containlng
<·omplete Instructions how to make up for various
characters on the stage; together with the dutiPs of the
~tage Manager, Prompter, Scenic Artist and Property
'.\Inn .
No. 80. GUS WILLTAJIIS' JOKR BOOK.-Contalnlng
,he latest jokes. anec dotes and funny stories of this
world-renowned German com edian.
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALJ\IlSTRY.-Contalning the
most approved methods of reading the Jines on the
linnd, together with a full explanation of their meAning .
.\lso explaining phrenology, and the kPy for telling
•·hnrnctll'l' hy thP bumps on the bead. By Leo Hu~o
0
Koch, A.C.S. Fully illustrated.

and the Mexican Raiders; or, Exposing a
Cattle King.
1250 " and the Dynamite Fiends; or, Arietta and
the Avengers.
1251 " and the Tenderfoot's Legacy; or, Baffling the
·
Claim Jumpers.
1252 " Helping the Sherill'; or, Arietta and the Express Thieves.
1253 " and the Phantom Canoe: or, Soh':ing a Sti-ange
Mystery.
1254 " Square Deal; or Arletta and the Rus tler's
Daughter.
1255 " SfigPJ~fia~/dltost Dance;" or, The Charge of
1256 " and the Mnd Miner; or, Arietta and tiie Secret
,
of the Cliffs.
1257 " and "Gold Dust Bill;" or, The l\Ian With the
Yellow Streak.
For sale by au newsdealers, qr wUl be sent to an7
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New York City
166 West 23d Street

1247 "
1248 "
1249

"

1;1.d<lress on receipt of price. Sc. per copy. in money o.r
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